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HE Death of Antony and Cleopatra is a 
Subject which has been treated by the 
greateſt Wits of our Nation, after Shake- 
' ſpear; and by all fo variouſly, that their 
ſz, Example has given me the Confidence 
to try myſelf in this Bow of Uly/es 
amongſt the Croud of Shooters ; and, 
withal, to take my own meaſures, in aiming at the 
Mark, I doubt not but the ſame Motive has pre- 
vailed with all of us in this Attempt ; I mean the Ex- 
cellency of the Moral: For the chief Perſons repre- 
ſented, were famous Patterns of unlawful Love; and 
their End accordingly was unfortunate. All reaſonable 
Men have long ſince concluded, That the Hero of. 
the Poem ought not to be a Character of perfect Vir- 
tue, for then he could not, without Injuſtice, be made 
unhappy ; nor yet altogether wicked, becauſe he cquld 
not then be pitied. I have therefore ſteer'd the mid- 
dle courſe; and have drawn the Character of Antony 
as favourably as Plutarch, Appian, and Dion Caſſius 
would give me leave: The like I have obſerv'd in 
Cleopatra. That which is wanting to work up the 
Pity to a greater Height, was not afforded me by the 
A 3 Story : 


wholly from] herſel 
chine ſtill remain'd; and the dividing of Pity, like the 


— 


— — 


N. 


Story: For the Crimes of Love which they both com- 
mitted, were not occaſioned by any Neceſſity, or fatal 
Ignorance, but were wholly voluntary; ſince our Paſ- 


ſions are, or ought to be, within our Power. The Fa- 
brick of the Play is regular enough, as to the Inſe- 


riar Parts of it; and the Unities of Time, Place and 
Action, more exactly obſerv'd, than perhaps the Eng- 


lis Theatre requires. Particularly, the Action is ſo 
much one, that it is the only of the Kind without Epi- 
ſode, or Underplot : Every Scene in the Tragedy con- 
ducing to the main Deſign, and every Act concluding 
„ith a Turn of it. The greateſt Error in the Con- 
trivance ſeems to be in the Perſon of Octauia: For, 
though I might uſe the Privilege of a Poet, to in- 
troduce her into Alexandria, yet I had not enough 
con ſider'd, that the Compaſſion ſhe moved to herſelf 


and Children was deſtructive to that which I reſery'd 
for Antony and Cleopatra; whoſe mutual Love being 


founded upon Vice, muſt leſſen the Favour of, the Au- 
dience to them, when Virtue and Innocence were op- 
preſs'd by it. And, though I juſtified Antony in ſome 
meaſure, by making OXawia's Departure to proceed 

?, yet the force of the firſt Ma- 


cutting of a River into many Channels, abated the 
ſtrength of the natural Stream. But this is an Objec- 
tion which none of my Criticks have urg'd againt 
me; and therefore J might have let it paſs, if I could 


have reſolv'd to have been partial to myſelf. The 


(Faults my Enemies have found, are rather Cavils, con- 
-cerning little, and not eſſential Decencies; which a 
Maſter of the Ceremonies may decide betwixt us. The 
French Poets, I confeſs, are ſtrict obſervers of theſe 


- 'Punttilios: They would not, for Example, have ſuf- 


fer'd Cleopatra and Octavia to have met; or if they 
had met, there muſt only have paſs'd betwixt them 
ſome Cold Civilities, but no eagerneſs of Repartee, for 
fear of offending againſt the Greatneſs of their Cha- 
racters, and the Modeſty of their Sex. This Objec- 

tion 
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tion I foreſaw, and, at the ſame time contemn'd: For 
J judg'd it both. natyral and probable, that Oæauia 
proud of her new-gain,d Conqueſt, would ſearch out 
Cleopatra to triumph over her; and that 9 thus 
attack d, was not of a Spirit to ſhun the Encounter: 
And 'tis not unlikely, that two exaſperated Rivals ſhould 
uſe ſuch Satire as I have put into their Mouths ; for 
after all, though the one were a Roman, and the other 
a Queen, they were both Women. Tis true, ſome Ac- 
tions, though Natural, are not fit to be repreſented ; 
and broad Obſcenities in Words, ought in good Man- 
ners to be avoided : Expreſſions therefore are a modeſt 
Clothing of our Thoughts, as Breeches and Petticoats 
are of our Bodies, If I have kept myſelf within the 
Bounds of Modeſty, all beyond it is but Nicety and Af- 
fectation; which is no more but Modeſty depraved into 
a Vice; They betray themſelves who are too quick 
of Apprehenſion in fuch Caſes, and leave all reaſonable 
Men to imagine worſe of them, than of the Poet. 

' Honeſt Montaigne goes yet farther : Nous ne ſommes que 
ceremonie ; la ceremonie nous emporte, & laifſons la ſub- 
flance des choſes: Nous nous tenons aux branches, & aban- 
donuons le tronc & lle corps. Nous avons appris aux 
Dames de rougir, oyans ſeulement nommer ce qu'elles ne 
craignent aucunement à faire: Nous n'oſons appeller à droit 
nos membres, & ne craignons pas de les employer d toute 
forte de debauche. La ceremonie nous defend d'exprimer 
par paroles les choſes licites & naturelles, & nous Pen 


croyons: la raiſon nous defend de n' en faire point d'illi- 


cites & mauwvaiſes, & perſonne ne Pen croid. My Com- 
fort is, that by this Opinion my Enemies are but ſucking 
Criticks, who would fain be nibbling, ere their Teeth 
are come. | 

Yet in this Nicety of Manners does the Excellency 
of French Poetry conſiſt : Their Heroes are the moſt civil 
* breathing; but their good Breeding ſeldom ex- 
tends to a Word of Senſe: All their Wit is in their Cere- 
mony; they want the Genius which animates our Stage; 
and therefore tis but W when they cannot pleaſe, 


4 that 
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= that they ſhould take care not to offend. But, as the 
civileſt Man in the Company is commonly the Dul- 
leſt, ſo theſe Authors, while they are afraid to make 
you laugh or cry, out of pure good Manners, make 
. you ſleep. They are ſo careful not to exaaſperate a 
4 Critick, that they never leave him any work; fo buſy 
| - with the Broom, and make fo clean a Riddance, that 
| | there is little left, either for Cenſure or for Praiſe: For 
[ no Part of a Poem is worth our Diſcommending, where 


JD - 


— 


F the whole is inſipid; as when we have once taſted of 
FY pall'd Wine, we ſtay not to examine it Glaſs by Glaſs, 
d But while they affect to ſhine in Trifles, they are often 
careleſs in Eſſentials. Thus their HFippolytus is ſo ſcrupu- 
lous in Point of Decency, that he will rather expoſe him- 
ſelf to Death, than accuſe his Step-mother to his Father; 
and my Criticks I am ſure will commend him for it: 
But we of groſſer Apprehenſions are apt to think that 
this Exceſs of Generoſity is not practicable, but with 
| Fools and Madmen. This was good Manners with a 
I'h Vengeance; and the Audience is like to be much con- 
. cern'd at the Misfortunes of this admirable Hero: But 
f take Hippolytus out of his Poetick Fit, and I ſuppoſe he 
would think it a wiſer Part, to ſet the Saddle on the 
right Horſe, and chooſe rather to live with the Repu- 
tation of a plain-ſpoken honeſt Man, than to die with 
the Infamy of an inceſtuous Villain, In the mean time 
we may take notice, that where the Poet ought to have 
l preſerv'd the Character as it was deliver'd to us by An- 
\F tiquity, when he ſhould have given us the Picture of a 
i; rough young Man, of the Amazonian ſtrain, a joll 
Huntſman, and both by his Profeſſion and his early Ril⸗ 
ing a Mortal Enemy to Love, he has choſen to give him 
the Turn of Galantry, ſent him to Travel from Athens 
: to Paris, taught him to make Love, and transform'd the 
[1 Hippolytus of Euripides into Monſieur Hippolite. I ſhould 
| not have troubled myſelf thus far with French Poets, but 
| that I find our Chedreux Criticks wholly form their - 
=— Judgments by them. But for my part, I deſire to be 
þ try'd by the Laws of my own Country ; for it ſeems 2 
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juſt to me, that the French ſhould preſcribe here, till they 
have conquer'd. Our little Sonneteers who follow them, 
have too narrow Souls to judge of Poetry. Poets them- 
ſelves are the moſt proper, though I conclude not the on- 
ly Criticks. But till ſome Genius, as Univerſal as Ar:/- 
totle, ſhall ariſe, one who can penetrate into all Arts and 
Sciences, without the Practice of them, I ſhall think it 
reaſonable, that the Judgment of an Artificer in his own 
Art ſhould be preferable to the Opinion of another Man ; 
at leaſt where he is not brib'd by Intereſt, or prejudic'd | 


by Malice: and this, . „ is manifeſt by plain In- 


duction: For, firſt, the Crowd cannot be preſum'd to 
have more than a groſs Inſtinct, of what pleaſes or diſ- 
nya: them : Every man will grant me this ; but then, 
y a particular Kindneſs to himſelf, he draws his own - 
Stake firſt, and will be diſtinguiſh'd from the Multitude, 
of which other men may think him one. But, If I come 
cloſer to thoſe who are allow'd for witty Men, either by 
the Advantage of their Quality, or by common Fame, 
and affirm that neither are they qualified to decide So- 
vereignly concerning Poetry, I ſhall yet have a ſtrong 
Party of my Opinion; for moſt of them ſeverally wall 
exclude the Reſt, either from the Number of witty Men, 
or at leaſt of able Judges, But here again they are all 
indulgent to themſelves: And every one who believes 
himſelf a Wit, that is, every Man, will pretend at the 
ſame time to a right of Judging. But to preſs it yet 
farther, there are many witty Men, but few Poets; nei- 
ther have all Poets a Taſte of Tragedy. And this is the 
Rock on which they are daily ſplitting. Poetry, which 
is a Picture of Nature, muſt generally pleaſe: But 'tis 
not to be underſtood that all Parts of it muſt pleaſe every 
Man; Therefore is not Tragedy to be judg'd by a witty 
Man, whoſe Taſte is only confin'd to Comedy. Nor 
is every Man who loves Tragedy, a ſufficient Judge of 
it: He muſt underſtand the Excellencies of it too, or he 
will only prove a blind Admirer, not a Critick. From 
hence it comes that ſo many Satires on Poets, and Cen- 
lures of- their Writings, fly abroad. Men of pleaſant 
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Converſation, (at leaſteſteem'd ſo) and indu'd with a tri- 
fling Kind of Fancy, perhaps help'd out with ſome ſmat- 


tering of Latin, are ambitious to diſtinguiſh themſelves 


from the Herd of Gentlemen, by their Poetry ; 


Rarus enim fermè ſenſus communis in illa 
Fortund. 


And is not this a wretched Affectation, not to be 


contented with what Fortune has done for them, and 


ft down quietly, with their Eſtates, but they muſt call 


their Wits in queſtion, and needleſly expoſe their Na- 


kedneſs to publick View? Not conſidering that they 
are not to expect the ſame Approbation from ſober Men, 


which they have found from their Flatterers after the 


third Bottle? If a little Glittering in Diſcourſe has 
paſs'd them on us for witty men, where was the Ne- 
ceſſity of undeceiving the World? Would a Man who 
has an ill Title to an Eſtate, but yet is in Poſſeſſion of 
it, would he bring it of his own accord to be try'd at 
Weſtminſter? We who write, if we want the Talent, 
yet have the Excuſe that we do it for a poor Subſiſtence; 


but what can be '* + in their Defence, who not hav- 


ing the Vocation of Poverty to ſcribble, out of meer 
Wantonneſs take pains to make themſelves ridiculous? 
Horace was certainly in the right, where he ſaid, That 
zo Man is ſatisfied with his own Condition. A Poet 
is not pleas'd becauſe he is not rich; and the Rich are 
diſcontented, becauſe the Poets will not admit them of 
their Number. Thus the Caſe is hard with Writers: 


If they ſucceed not, they muſt ſtarve; and if they do, 


ſome malicious Satire 1s prepar'd to level them, for dar- 
ing to pleaſe without their Leave, But while they are 
ſo eager to deſtroy the Fame of others, their Ambition 
is manifeſt in their Concernment: Some Poem of their 
own is to be produc'd, and the Slaves are to be laid flat 
with their Faces on the Ground, that the Monarch may 
appear in the greater Majeſty, ; 
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Dionyſius and Nero had the ſame Longings, but with 
all their Power they could never bring their. Buſineſs 
well about. Tis true, they proclaim'd themſelves Poets 
by Sound of Trumpet; and Poets they were upon pain 
of Death to any Man who durſt call them otherwiſe. 
The Audience had a fine time on't, you may imagine; 
they fat in a bodily Fear, and look'd as demurely as 
they could: For twas a hanging Matter to laugh un- 
ſeaſonably; and the Tyrants were ſuſpicious, as they 
had reaſon, that their Subjects had em in the Wind: 
So, every man in his own Defence ſet as good a Face 
upon the Buſineſs as he could: Twas known before- 
hand that the Monarchs were to be crown'd Laureats ; 
but when the Show was over, and an honeſt Man was 
ſuffer d to depart quietly, he took out his Laughter 
which he had ſtifled ; with a firm Reſolution never more 
to ſee an Emperor's Play, though he had been ten Years 
a making it. In the mean time the true Poets were 
they who made the beſt Markets, for they had- Wit 
enough to. yield the Prize with a good Grace, and not 
contend with him who had thirty Legions: They were 
ſure to be rewarded, if they confeſs'd themſelves bad 
Writers, and that was ſomewhat better than to be Mar- 
tyrs for their Reputation. Lucan's Example was enough 
to teach them Manners ; and after he was put to death, 
for overcoming Nero, the Emperor carried it without 
Diſpute for the beſt Poet in his Dominions: No Man 
was ambitious of that grinning Honour; for if he heard 
the malicious Trumpeter proclaiming his Name before 
his Betters, he knew there was but one way with him. 
Mecænas took another Courfe, and we know he was 
more than a great Man, for he was witty too: But find- - 
ing himſelf far gone in Poetry, which Seneca aſſures us 


was not his Talent, he thought it his beſt way to be 


well with Virgil ard with Horace; that at leaſt he 
might be a Poet at the ſecond hand; and we fee how 
happily it has ſucceeded with him ; for his own bad 
Poetry is forgotten, and their Panegyricks of him 
fil remain. But they who ſhould be our Patrons, 
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are for no ſuch expenſive Ways to Fame: They have 


much of the Poetry of Mecænas, but little of his Li- 
berality. They are for perſecuting Horace and Virgil, 
in the Perſons of their Succeſſors, (for ſuch is every 
Man, who has any part of their Soul and Fire, though 
in a leſs degree.) Some of their little Zanies yet go 
farther ; for they are Perſecutors even of Horace him- 
ſelf, as far as they are able, by their ignorant and vile 
Imitations of him; by making an unjuſt 'uſe of his 
Authority, and turning his Artillery againſt his Friends. 
But how would he diſdain to be copy'd by ſuch 
Hands ! -I dare anſwer for him, he would be more un- 
eaſy in their Company, than he was with Criſpinus their 
Forefather in the Holy Way; and would no more have 
allow'd them a Place amongſt the Criticks, than he 
m Demetrius the Mimick, and Tigellius the Buf- 
oon; 


bDenetri, teque Tigelli, 


Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare Cathedras. 


Wich what Scorn would he look down on ſuch miſerable 


Tranſlators, who make Doggril of his Latin, miſtake 
his Meaning, miſ-apply bis Cenſures, and often contra- 


dit their own? He is fix d as a Land-Mark to ſet out 


the Bounds of Poetry. | 


Saxum antiquum, ingens, 
Limes agro poſitus, litem ut diſcerneret arvis : 


But other Arms than theirs, and other Sinews are re- 
quir'd, to raiſe the Weight of ſuch an Author ; and when 
they would toſs him againſt their Enemies, 


Genua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore ſanguis, 
Tum lapis ipſe viri, vacuum per inane volutus, 
Mecſpatium ewaſit totum, nec pertulit ictum. 


For my part, I would wiſh no other Revenge, ei- 
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ther for myſelf or the reſt of the Poets, from this 
Rhyming Judge of the Twelve-penny Gallery, this 
Legitimate Son of Sternho/d, than that he would ſub- 
ſcribe his Name to his Cenſure, or (not to tax him be- 
yond his Learning) ſet his Mark : For ſhould he own 
himſelf publickly, and come from behind the Lion's 
Skin, they whom he condemns would be thankful to 
bim, they whom he praiſes would chooſe to be con- 
demned ; and the Magiſtrates whom he has elected, 
would modeſtly withdraw from their Employment, to 
avoid the Scandal of his Nomination. The Sharpneſs of 
his Satire, next to himſelf, falls moſt heavily on his 
Friends, and they ought never to forgive him for com- 
mending them perpetually the wrong way, and ſome- 
times by contraries, If he have a Friend whoſe Haſti- 
neſs in Writing is his greateſt Fault, Horace would have 
taught him to have minc'd the Matter, and to have 
call'd it a Readineſs of Thought, and a flowing Fancy: 
For Friendſhip will allow a Man to Chriſten an Imper- 
fection by the Name of ſome neighbour Virtue : 


Vellem in amicitia fic erraremus ; & iſti 
Errori nomen virtus poſuiſſet honeflum. 


But he would never have allow'd him to have call'd a 
ſlow Man haſty, or a haſty Writer a flow Drudge, as 
Juvenal explains it: 


— 


Canibus pigris, ſeabieque vetuſta 
Levibus, & ficce lambentibus ora lacernæ, 
Nomen erit, Pardus, Tigris, Leo; fi quid adbuc eff 


Duod fremit in terris violentius, 


yet Lucretius laughs at a fooliſh Lover, even for excuſing 
the Imperfections of his Miſtreſs ; 


Nigra v:Miy ed eft, immunda & fatida d'uaou©* 
Balba loqui non quit, TezvAiC«; muta pudens eſt, &c. 


But 
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But to drive it ad Athiapem Cygnum- is not to be in- 
dur'd. I leave him to interpret this by the Benefit of 
his French Verſion on the other ſide, and without far- 
ther conſidering him, than I have the reſt of my illi- 
terate Cenſors, whom I have diſdain'd to anſwer, be- 
cauſe they are not qualified for Judges. It remains that 
I acquaint the Reader, that I have endeavour'd in this 
Play to follow the Practice of the Ancients, who, as 
Mr. Rymer has judiciouſly obſerv'd, are and ought to be 
our Maſters. Horace likewiſe gives it, for a Rule in his 
Art of Poetry. 1 


| Vos exemplaria Graca 
Nocturnã verſate manu, verſate diurnd. 


Vet, though their Models are regular, they are too 
little for Engliſb Tragedy; which requires to be built 
in a larger Compaſs. I could give an Inſtance in the 
Oedipus Tyrannus, which was the Maſter- piece of So- 
phocles; but I reſerve it for a more fit Occaſion, which 
I hope to have hereafter. In my Style I have profeſs'd 
to imitate the Divine Shakeſpear ; which that I might 
perform more freely, I have diſincumber'd myſelf from 
Rhyme. Not that I condemn my former Way, but 
that this is more proper to my- preſent Purpoſe. I 
hope I need not to explain myſelf, that I have not co- 
py d my Author ſervilely: Words and Phraſes muſt 
of Neceſſity receive a Change in ſucceeding Ages: But 
'tis almoſt a Miracle that- much of bis Language re- 
mains ſo pure ; and that he who began Dramatick Poe- 
try amongſt us, untaught by any, and, as Ben Fohn- 
ſon tells us, without Learning, ſhould by the Force of 
his own Genius perform ſo much, that in a manner 
he has left no Phraſe for any who come after him. 
The Occafion is fair, and the Subject would be plea- 
ſant to handle the Difference of Styles betwixt him and 
Fletcher, and wherein, and how far they are both to 
be imitated. But fince I muſt not be over-confident of 
my own performance after him, it will be Prudence 
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in me to be Silent. Vet, I hope, I may affirm, and 
without Vanity, that by imitating him, I have ex- 
cell'd myſelf throughout the Play; and particularly, 
that I prefer the Scene betwixt Antony and Ventidius 


in the firſt Act, to any thing which I have written in 


this Kind. 
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PROLOGUE 


HAT Flocks of Criticks hower here To-day, 
As Vultures wait on Armies for their Prey, 5 | 
All gaping for the Carcaſe of a Play! © 
With croaking Notes they bode ſome dire Event, 
And follow dying Poets by the Scent. 
Ours gives himſelf for gone; you've watch'd your Time ! 
He fights this Day unarm'd; without his Rhyme : 
And brings a Tals which often has been told ; 
As ſad as Dido's ; and almoſt as old. © 
His Hero, wwhom you Wits his Bully call, 
Bates of his Mettle ; and ſcarce rants at all: 
He's ſomewhat lewd ; but a well. -meaning Mind ; 
Weeps much; fights little; but is wondrous hind. 
1, ſhort, a Pattern, and Compenion fit, 
For all the keeping Tomes of the Pit. 
I could name more: @ Wife and Miſtreſs too; : 
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Both (to be plain) too good for moſt of you: 
The Wife well-natur'd, and the Miſtreſs true. 


Now, Poets, if your Fame has been his Care; 
Allow him all the Candour you can ſpare. 
A brave Man ſcorns to quarrel once a Day; 
Like Hectors, in at ev'ry petty Fray. 
Let thoſe find Fault whoſe Wit's ſo wery ſmall, 
They ve need to ſhow that they can think at all: 
Errors like Siraws, upon the Surface flow ; 
He who would ſearch for Pearls, muſt dive below. 


Fops 


PROLOGUE. 
Fops may have leave to leuel all they can; 
Hs Pygmies would be glad to lop a Man. 
Half-Wits are Fleas ; ſo little and ſo light, 
We ſcarce could know they live, but that they bite. 
But, as the Rich, when tir'd with daily Feaſts, 
For change, become their next poor Tepant's Gueſts ; 
Drink hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Bowls, 
And ſnateh the homely Raſber from the Coals: 
So you, retiring from much better Cheer, 
For once, may venture to do Pexance here. 
And fince that plenteous Autumn now is paſt, 
Whoſe Grapes and Peaches hade indulg d your Taſte, 
Take in good part, from our poor Poet's Board, 
Such rivell'd Fruits as Winter can afford. 
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Dramatis Perſone. © 


M E N. 


Marc Antony. | Mr. Hart. 
Ventidius, his General. Mr. Mohun. 
Dolabella, 21, Friend. Mr, Clarke. 
Alexis, the Queen s Eunuch. Mr. Goodman. 


Serapion, Prieſt of Iſis. Mr. Griffin. 

Another Prieſt, | | Mr. Coyſn. 

Servants to Antony. | ; 
WOMEN. 

Cleopatra, Dun of Mgypt. Mr.. Boutell. 

Octavia, Antony N. Mere. Corey, 


Charmion, Tt. Cleopatra's Maids 


Iras, 
Antony 's two little Daughters. 


SCENE, ALEXANDRIA. 
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SCENE, The Temple of If. 
Enter Serapion, Myris, Priefls of Ifis. 


SEBRAPION, 


ASP Ortents, andPredigies, are grown ſo frequent, 

8 That they have loſt their — Our 

. fruitful Nile 

4 Flow'd ere the wonted Seaſon, with a 

pe Torrent v. 

=D $0 unexpected, and ſo wondrous fierce, 

That the wild Deluge overtook the Hafte 

Ev'n of the Hinds that watch'd it: Men and Beaſts 

Were borne above the Tops of Trees, that grew 

On th' utmoſt Margin of the Water mark. 

Then, with ſo ſwift an Ebb, the Flood drove —_— 
| | t 
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It ſlipt from underneath the Scaly Herd: ; 

Here monſtrous Phoce panted on the Shore; _ 

Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails, 

Lay laſhing the departing Waves: Hard by em, 

Sea-Horſes floundring in the ſlimy Mud, 5 

Toſs d up their Heads, and daſh'd the Ooze about em. 
| Enter Alexas behind them. 


: Myr. Avert theſe Omens, Heav'n. 


Serap. LaſtNight between theHours of twelve and one, 
In a lone Iſle o'th' Temple while I walk'd 
A whirlwind roſe, that, with a violent Blaſt, 
Shook all the Dome: The Doors around me clapt ; 
The Iron Wicket, that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race of Prolemies is laid, 
Burft open, and diſclos'd the mighty Dead. 
From out each Monument, in order plac'd, | 
An armed Ghoſt ſtarts up: The Boy-King laſt | 
Rear'd his inglorious Head. A Peal of Groans 5 
Then follow'd, and a lamentable Voice 4 
Cry'd, Ægypt is no more. My Blood ran back, 
My ſhaking Knees againſt each other knock'd ; - 
On the cold Pavement down I fell intranc'd, : 


And ſo unfiniſh'd left the horrid Scene. 


( 
Alex. And, dream'd you this? or, did invent the 4 
Story, 13 [S Heabing himſelf. ] 

To frighten our Zgyptian Boys withal, | gd 
And train 'em up betimes in fear of Prieſthood ? ] 
Serap. My Lord, I ſaw you not, | 


Nor meant my Words ſhould reach your Ears; but what 


I utter'd was moſt true. 

Alex. A fooliſh Dream, | | 
Bred from the Fumes of indigeſted Feaſts, 
And holy Luxury. — 

Serap. I know my du: 
This goes no färther. 

d: . err 

Alex. Tis not fit it ſſioufd. 5s», 
Nor would the Times now ber it, were. it true. 
All Southern, from yon Hikes. the R man Camp 
Hangs o'er us black and threatning, Ik; A Storm 
Juſt breaking on our Head. L 

| r Serap. 

* 5 


F 
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Serap Our faint Ægyptians pray for Antony; 
Put in their ſervile Hearts they own Ofawius. 

M;r. Why then does Antony dream out his Hours, 
And tempts not Fortune for a noble Day, 
Which might redeem what A47um loſt? 

Alex. He thinks 'tis paſt Recovery. 

Serap. Yet the Foe 
Seems not to preſs the Siege. 

Alex. O, there's the Wonder. 
Mecænas and Agrippa, who can moſt 
With Cæſar, are his Foes. His Wife Oætavia, 
Driv'n from his Houſe, ſolicits her Revenge ; 
And Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 
Upon ſome private Grudge, now ſeeks his Ruin : 
Yet ſtill War ſeems on either fide to ſleep. 

Serap. * Tis ftrange that Antany, for ſome Days paſt, 
Has not beheld the Face of Cleopatra: 
But here, in V. Temple, lives retir d, 
And makes his Heart a Prey to black Deſpair. 

Alex. Tis true; and we much fear he hopes by Abſence 
To cure his Mind of Love. | 

Serap. If he be vanquiſh'd, 
Or make his Peace, Ægypt is doom'd to be 
A Roman Province; and our plenteous Harveſts 
Muſt then redeem the Scarceneſs of their Soil. 
While Antony ſtood firm, our Alexandria 
Rival'd proud Rome (Dominion's other Seat) 
And Fortune ftriding, like a vaſt Colaſus, © 
Could fix an equal foot of Empire here. 

Alex. Had I my With, theſe Tyrants of all Nature, 
Who Lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould periſh, periſh, 
Each by the other's Sword ; but, fince our Will 
Is lameiy follow'd by our Pow'r, we muſt 
Depend on one ; with him. to riſe or fall, 

Serap. How flands the Queen affected? 

Alex. O ſhe dotes, 
She dotes, Serapion, on this vanquiſh'd Man, 
And winds herſelf about his mighty Ruins; 
Whom wou'd ſhe yet forſake, yet yield him up, 
T'his hunted Prey, to his Purſuer's Hands, ho 

* 


This changes my Deſigns, this blaſts my WC 1 54 


— 
n 
2 mp th 
- | 
E „1% 4 
9 77 4 , x 


22 ALL for Loves Cr, 
She might preſerve us all: but tis in van: 


And makes me uſe all means to keep him bete. 
Whom I could wiſh divided from her Arm: 

Far as the Earth's deep Center, Weil, von kun 
The State of Things; no more of your il: Omi, 
And black Prognoſticks ; labour to confirm 


The Peoples Hearts. 


Enter Ventidius, ta/king afide with a Gentleman of 
: Antony's. 
Serap. "Theſe Romans will o' er- hear us. | 
But, who's that Stranger ? By his warlike Port, 


His fierce Demeanor, and erected Look, 
He's of no vulgar Note. 


Alex. O "tis Ventidius, 


Our Emp'ror's great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, | 
Who firſt ſhow'd Rome that,Parthia could be conquer'd. 


When Antony return'd from Syria laſt, 

He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
Serap. Vou ſeem to know him well. 

Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Cilicia firſt, 

When Cleopatra there met Antony: 

A mortal Foe he was to us, and Ægypt. 

But, let me witneſs to the Worth I hate, 

A braver Roman never drew a Sword. 


Firm to his Prince; but, as a Friend, not Slave, 
He ne'er was of his Pleaſures ; but preſides 


O'er all his cooler Hours, and Morning Counſels: 
In ſhort, the Plainneſs, Fierceneſs, rugged Vi tue 
Of an old true-ſtampt Roman lives in him. 
His coming bodes I know not what of III 
To our Affairs. Withdraw, to mark him better; 
And I'll acquaint you why I ſought you here, 
And what's our preſent Work. 
[They withdraw to a Corner of the Stage; and \ en- 
tidius, ait the other, comes forwards to the F;c:it. 
Vent. Not fee him, ſay you? 
J fay, I muſt, and will. 
Gent, He has commanded, 


On Pain of Death, none ſhould approach his Preſence. 
h Vent. 
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Vent. I bring him News will raiſe his drooping Spirits, 
Give him new Life. 3 "OY 

Gent, He ſees not Cleopatra. 

Vent. Would he had never feen her. | 

Gent, He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but Thought, or, if he talks, 

"Tis to himfelf, and then tis perfect Raving; 

Then he defies the World, and bids it paſs; 

Sometimes he gnaws his Lip, and curſes loud 

The Boy O#awinsz then he draws his Mouth 

Into a ſcornful Smile, and cries, Take all, 

The World's not worth my Care. 

Vent. Juſt, juſt his Nature. 

Virtue's his Path ; but ſometimes *tis too narrow 

For his vaſt Soul ; and then he ſtarts out wide, 

And bounds into'a Vice that bears him far 

From his firſt Courſe, and plunges him in Ills : 

But, when his Danger makes him find his Fault, 

Quick to obſerve, and full of ſharp Remorſe, 

He cenſures eagerly his own Miſdeeds, 

Judging himſelt with Malice to himſelf, 

And not forgiving what a: Man he did, 

Becauſe his other Parts are more than Man. 

He muſt not thus be loſt. Ws 

[Alexas and the Priefts come forward. 

Alex. You have your full Inſtructions, now advance; 
Proclaim your Orders loudly. 

Serap. Romans, ew, hear the Queen's Command, 
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let Labour ceaſe, | 
To Pomp and Triumphs give this happy Day, 

That gave the World a Lord: "Tis Antony's. 

Live, Antony: and Cleopatra live. 

Be this the general Voice ſent up to Heav'n, 

And ev'ry publick Place repeat this Echo. | 
Vent. Fine Pageantry ! [ 4/jide. 
Serap. Set out before your Doors, EP, 

The Images of all your ſleeping Fathers, 

With Laurels crown'd ; with Laurels wreath your Poſts, 

And ſtrow with Flow'rs the Pavement ; let the Prieſts 

Do preſent Sacrifice ; pour out the Wine, 


And 
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And call the Gods to join with you in Gladneſs. 

Vent. Curſe on the Tongue that bids this general Joy. 
Can they be Friends of Antony, who revel 
When Antonys in Danger? hide, for ſhame, 

You Romans, your Great Grandſ12s Images, 
For fear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 
To bluſh at their degenerate Progeny. 

Alex. A Love which knows no Bounds to Antony, | 
Would mark the Day with Honours ; when all Heav'n 
Labour'd for him, when each propitious Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 

And ſhed his better Influence. Her own Birth-day 
Our Queen neglected, like a vulgar Fate, 
That paſs'd obſcurely by. 
Vent. Would it had ſlept, 
Divided far from his; till ſome remote 
And future Age had call'd it out, to ruin 
Some other Prince, not him. 

Alex. Your Emperor, . 
Tho' grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 
T' upbraid my Queen, for loving him too well. 

Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieſt ? 
He knows him not his Executioner. 

O, ſhe has deck'd his Ruin with her Love, 


Led him in golden Bands to gaudy Slaughter, 


And made Perdition pleaſing: She has left him 
The Blank of what he was; | 
J tell thee, Eunuch, , ſhe has quite unman'd him: 
Can any Roman ſee, and know him now, 
Thus alter'd from the Lord of half Mankind, 
Unbent, unfinew'd, made a Woman's Toy, 
Shrunk from the vaſt Extent of all his Honours, 
And crampt within a Corner of the World ? 
O, Antony | | 
Thou braveſt Soldier, and thou beſt of Friends! 
Bounteous as Nature; next to Nature's God! ('em, 
Could ſt thou but make new Worlds, ſo would'ſt thou give 
As Bounty were thy Being, Rough in Battle, 
As the firſt Romans, when they went to War; 
Yet, after Victory, more pitiful, 

| | Than 
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Than all their praying Virgins left at home ! 
Alex. Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining - 
Virtues 
His Truth to her who loves him, 
Vent. Would I could not. 
But, wherefore waſte | precious Hours with thee? 
Thou art ber darling Miſchief, her chief Engine, 
Antony's other Fate. Go, tell thy Queen, 
Ventidius is arriv'd, to end her Charms. 
Let your Eg vptian Timbrels play alone; 
Nor mix effeminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets, 
You dare not fight for Antony; go pray, 
And keep your Cowards holy-day in Temples, 
| [ [Exeunt Alex. Serap, 
Re. enter the Gentleman of M. Antony. 
2 Gent. The Emperor approaches, and commands, 
On pain of Death, that none preſume to ſtay. 
1 Gent. [dare not diſobey him. [Going aut with the other. 
| ent. Well, 1 dare. . 
But I'll obſerve him firſt unſeen, and find 
Which way his Humour drives: The reſt I'll venture. 
[ Withdraws, 
Enter Antony, walking with a difturb'd Motion before 
He ſpeaks. | 
Ant. They tell me, 'tis my Birth-day ; and I'll keep it 
With double Pomp of Sadneſs. | : 
'Tis what the Day deſerves, which gave me Breath. 
Why was I rais'd the Meteor of the World, 
Hung in the Skies, and blazing as I travell'd, 
Till all my Fires were ſpent; and then caſt downward 
To be trod out by Cæſar? 
Vent. { Afide. ] On my Soul, 
'Tis mournful, wondrous mournful ! 
Ant. Count thy Gains. | 
Now, Antony, would'ſt thou be born for this? 
Glutton of Fortune, thy devouring Vouth 
Has ſtarv'd thy wanting Age. 
Vent. How Sorrow ſhakes him [ Aide. 
So, now the Tempeſt tears him up by th' Roots, 
And on the Ground extends _ noble Ruin. 


* 


Ant. 
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Ant. | Having thrown himſelf down.) Lie there, the 
, Shadowof an Emperor; E | 

The Place thou preſſeſt on thy Mother Earth 

Js all thy Fmpire now: Now it contains thee ; 

Some few Days hence, and then 'twill be too large, 

When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow Urn, 

Shrunk to a few cold Aſhes; then Ofawza, 

(For Cleopatra will not live to ſee it) I 

Octavia then will have thee all her own, FF Y 
Y 


And bear thee in her widow'd Hand to Cæſar; 
Cæſar will weep, the Crocodile will weep, 
To ſee his Rival of the Univerſe 


Lie ſtill and peaceful there, T'll think no more on't, T 
Give me ſome Muſick ; look that it be ſad : A; 
I'll footh my Melancholy, till I ſwell, | 80 
And burſt myſelf with ſighing [Seft Mnſich, 

Tis ſomewhat to my Humour: Stay, I fancy Fo 
I'm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature ; An 
Of all forſaken, and forſaking all; } 


Live in a ſhady Foreſt's Sylvan Scene, 
Stretch'd at my Length beneath ſome blaſted Oak, 
] lean my Head upon the moily Bark, 
And look juſt of a piece, as I grew from it: 
My uncomb'd Locks, matted like Mifleto, 
Hang o'er my hoary Face; a murm'ring Brook 
Runs at my Foot. 

Vent, Methinks I fancy 
Myſelf there too. 
Ant. The Herd come jumping by me, 
And fearleſs, quench their Thirſt, while I look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. 
More of this Image, more; it lulls my Thoughts. 


| [Soft Muſick again. 
Vent. J muſt diſturb him; I can hold no longer. 

2 Stands before him, rhe cc 
Ant. ſtarting up. Art thou Ventidius? dalutes 
Vent. Are you Antony? Shall t 
I'm liker what I was, than you to him 2 
I left you laſt, | my 
Af, I'm angry. | Fro 
Fent. So am 5 Ant. 


Ani, 
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Ant. I would be private: Leave me. 
Vent. Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you. 
Ant. Will not leave me? 
Where have you learnt that Anſwer? Who am I? 
Vent. My Emperor ; the Man I love next Heav'n: 
If I ſaid more, I think 'twere ſcarce a Sin: 
You're all that's good and god - like. 
Ant. All that's wretched. 
You will not leave me then ? 
Vent. Twas too preſuming 
To ſay I would not; but I dare not leave you: 
And 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So ſoon, when I ſo far have come to ſee you. 
I Ant. Now thou haſt ſeen me, art thou fſatisfy'd ? 
For, if a Friend, thou haſt beheld enough; 
And if a Foe, too much. 


Vent. Look, Emperor, this is no common Dew, 


[ Feeping. 
I have not wept this forty Years ; but now 
My Mother comes afreſh into my Eyes ; 
I cannot help her Softneſs. [weeps ! 


Ant. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he 
The big round Drops courſe one another down 


The Furrows of his Cheeks. Stop 'em, Ventidius, 

Or I ſhall bluſh to Death : They ſet my Shame, 

That caus'd em, full before me. 
3 Pe. Till do my beſt. | 7s 
Ant. Sure there's Contagion in the Tears of Friends; 
See, I have caught it too. Believe me, tis not 

or my own griefs but thine Nay, Father. 
Vent. Emperor. 
Ant. Emperor! Why, that's the Style of Victory; 
he conqu'ring Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 
dalutes his General ſo: but never more 
dhall that Sound reach my Ears. 

Vent. I warrant you. 

Ant. Aftium, Adtium O0 

Vent. It fits too near you. 

Ant. Here, here it lies; a Lump of Lead by Day, 


2 And, 


gain. | 


Anh 


I. -* 


The Hag that rides my Dreams 


Thou long'ſt to curſe me, and I give thee leave. 
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Who labour'd to be wretched: Pr'ythee curſe me. 
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And, in my ſhort, diſtracted, nightly Slumbers, 


/ 


Vent. Out with it; give it vent. 
Ant. Urge not my ſhame. 
I loſt a Battel. 
Vent. So has Julius done. [think'> ; 
Ant. Thou favour'ſt me, and ſpeak'ſt not half thou 
For Fulius fought it out, and loſt it fairly: 
But Anton | 
Vent, Nay, ſtop not, 
Ant. Antony, 
(Well, thou wilt have it) like a Coward, fled, 
Fled while his Soldiers fought ; fled firſt, Jentidiuß. 


I know thou cam'ſt prepar'd to rail. 
Vent. I did. | | 
Ant. I'll help thee — I have been a Man, Ventidius. 
Vent. Yes; and a brave one; but 
Art. I know thy Meaning. 

But, I have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac'd 
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The Name of Soldier, with inglorious Eaſe. ] 
In the full Vintage of my flowing Honours, \ 
Sat ſtill, and ſaw it preſt by other Hands. ] 
Fortune came ſmiling to my Youth, and woo'd it, 

And purple greatneſs met my ripen'd Years, 

When firſt I came to Empire, I was born i B 
On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs; 1 
The Wiſh of Nations, and the willing World 913 


Receiv'd me as its Pledge of future Peace; | 
I was ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, | , 
Fate could not ruin me ; till I took Pains 

And work'd againſt my Fortune, chid her from me, 
And turn'd her looſe ; yet ſtill ſhe came again. 
My careleſs Days, and my luxurious Nights, 

At length have weary'd her, and now ſhe's gone, 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help me, Soldier, 
To curſe this Mad-man, this induſtrious Fool, 


Vent. No. 
Ant, Why? 


Vent. 


Vent. 
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Vent. You are too ſenſible already 


Of what you've done, too conſcious of your Failings, - 


And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others firſt 

To Fury, ſting yourſelf in mad Revenge. 

J would bring Balm, and pour it in your Wounds, 

Cure your dittemper'd Mind, and heal your Fortunes. 
Ant. I know thou would'it. | 
Vent. I will, 

Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Fent. You laugh. 
Ant. I do, to ſee officious Love 
Give Cordials to the Dead. 
Vent. You would be loſt then? 
Ant. I Am. 
Vent, I ſay you are not. Try your Fortune, rate, 
Ant. L have, toth' utmoſt, Doſt thou think me deſpe- 
Without juſt Cauſe? No, when I found all loſt - 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the World, 


And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now I da 


So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coſt of keeping. 
Vent. Cz/ar thinks not ſo: 
He'll thank you for the Gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd like Tuliy, would you? do, 
Hold out your Throat to Cæſar, and die tamely. 
Ant. No, I can kill myſelf ; and fo reſolve. 
Vent. I can die with you too, when time ſhall ſerve 5 
But Fortune calls upon us now to live, | 


To Fight, to Conquer. 


Ant. Sure thou dream'ſt, Ventidius. 

Vent. No; tis you dream; you ſleep away your Hours 
In deſperate: Sloth, miſcall'd Ph:/o/ophy. 
Up, up, for Honour's ſake ; twelve Legions wait you, 
And long to call you Chief: By painful Journeys, 
J led 'em, patient, both of Heat and Hunger, 
Down from the Parthian Marches, to the Nile. 
"Twill do you good to ſee their Sun-burnt Faces, | 
Their skarr'd Cheeks, and chopt Hands: there's Virtue 
They'll ſell thoſe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates [in em. 
Than yond trim Bands can buy. 


B 3 | Ant. 
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Ant, Where left you them ? 
Vent. I ſaid, in lower Syria. 
Ant. Bring em hither; 
There may be Life in theſe. 
Vent. They will not come. | [Aids, 
Ant. Why didſt thou mock my Hopes with promis'd 
To double my Deſpair? They're Mutinous. 
Vent. Moſt Firm and Loyal. 
Ant. Vet they will not march 
To ſuccour me. O Trifler ! 
Vent. They petition | 
You would make hafte to head 'em. 
Ant. I'm beſieg'd. . [hither ? 
Vent. There's but one Way ſhut up: How came I 
Ant. I will not ſtir. | 
Vent. They would perhaps deſire 
A better Reaſon. 
Ant. I have never us'd 
My Soldiers to demand a Reaſon of 
My Actions. Why did they refuſe to march ? 
Vent. They ſaid they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Ant. What was't they ſaid ? | | 
Vent. They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Why ſhould they fight indeed, to make her conquer, 
And make you more a Slave; to gain you Kingdoms, 
Which, for a Kiſs, at your next midnight Feaſt, 
You'll ſell to her? then ſhe new. names her Jewels, 
And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuch a Tax, 


Each Pendant in her Ear ſhall be a Province. 


Ant. Ventidius, T allow your Tongue free Licence 


On all my other Faults; but, on your Life, 


No word of Cleopatra: She deſerves 

More Worlds than I can loſe. 

Vient. Behold, you Pow'rs, 

To whom you have intruſted Humankind ; 

See Europe, Africk, Aſia put in Balance, 

And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs Woman! 
J think the Gods are Antonies, and give, | 
Like Prodigals, this nether World away 
To none but waſteful Hands. 


Ant, 
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Ant. You grow preſumptuous. 
Vent. I take the Privilege of plain Love to ſpeak. 
Ant. Plain Love! plain Arrogance, plain Infolence ! 
Thy Men are Cowards; thou, an envious Traitor; 
Who, under ſeeming Honeſty, . haſt vented 
The Burden of thy rank o'erflowing Gall. 
O that thou wert my Equal; great in Arms 
As the firſt Czſar was, that I might kill thee 
Without a Stain to Honour ! ; | 


Vent. You may kill me; I» 
| You have done more already, call'd me Traitor. 
5 Ant. Art thou not one? | 
Vent. For ſhowing you yourſelf. 
Which none elſe durſt have done ; but had I been 

That Name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 

I needed not have fought your abje& Fortunes, 

Come to partake your Fate, to die with you. 

What hindred me to've led my conq'ring Eagles n 

To fill O#avius' Bands? I cou'd have been 

A Traitor then, a glorious happy Traitor, 

And not have been ſo call'd. 

Ant. Forgive me, Soldier: 

I've been too paſſionate. 

Vent. You thought me falſe ; | 
Thought my old Age betray'd you: Kill me, Sir ; 
Pray kill me; yet you need not, your unkindneſs 
Has left your Sword no Work, 

Ant. I did not think ſo; 

I ſaid it in my Rage: Pr'ythee forgive me: 

Why didſt thou tempt my Anger, by Diſcovery 

Of what I would not hear ? | 

Vent. No Prince but you 
Could merit that Sincerity I us'd, 

Nor durſt another man have ventur'd it; 

But you, ere Love miſ-led your wandring Eye, 
Were ſure the Chief and Beſt of human Race, 
Fram'd in the very Pride and Boaſt of Nature; 

So perfect, that the Gods who form'd you wonder'd 
At their owh Skill, and cry'd, A lucky Hit 
Has mended our Deſign, Their Envy hindred, 
B 4 | Elſe 
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32 ALL for Love: Or, 
Elſe you had been Immortal, and a Pattern, 
When Heav'n would work for Oſtentation ſake, 
To copy. out again, 
Ant. But Cleopatra- 
Go on; for I can bear it now. 

Vent. No more. 

Ant. Thou dar'ſt not truſt my Paſſion ; but thou may'ſt: 
Thou only lov'ſt ; the reſt have flatter d me. [Word. 

Vent. Heav'n's Bleſſing on your Heart, for that kind 
May I believe you love me? ſpeak again. 

Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this. 

| | [ Hugging him, 

Thy Praiſes were unjuſt; but, I'll deſerve em, 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt? 
Lead me to Victory, thou know'ſt the Way. 

Vent. And, will you leave this 

Ant. Pr'ythee do not curſe her, 
And I will leave her; though, Heav'n knows, I love 
Beyond Life, Conqueſt, Empire; all, but Honour: 
But I will leave her. 

Vent. That's my Royal Maſter, 
And, ſhall we fight? 8 
Ant. 1 warrant thee, old Soldier, 


Thou ſhalt behold me once again in Iron, 


And at the head of our old Troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me. 

Vent. O now I hear my Emperor! in that Word 
Oaawius fell. Gods, let me ſee that Day, | 
And, if I have ten Years behind, take all ; 

I'll thank you for th' Exchange. 

Ant. Oh Cleopatra] 

Vent. Again ? 


Ant. I've done: In that laſt Sigh, ſhe went. 
Cæ ſar ſhall know what tis to force a Lover 


From all he holds moſt dear. 

Vert. Methinks you breathe 

Another Soul: Your Looks are more Divine; 

You ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God. | 
Ant. O, thou haſt fir d me; my Soul's up in Arms, 

And mans each Part about me : Once again, 


That 
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That noble Eagerneſs of Fight has ſeiz'd me; 

That Eagerneſs, with which I darted upward 

To Caſſius Camp: In vain the ſteepy Hill 

Oppos'd my Way; in vain a War of Spears 

Sung round my Head, and planted all my Shield ;; 


I won the Trenches, while my foremoſt Men 
Lagg'd on the Plain below. 


Vent. Ye Gods, Ye Gods, 
For ſuch another Hour ! 
Ant. Come on, my Soldier! 
Our Hearts and Arms are ſtill the ſame :- I long 
Once more to meet our Foes ; that Thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 
May taſte Fate to 'em ; Mow 'em out a Paſlage, 
And, entring where the foremoſt Squadrons yield, 
Begin the noble Harveſt of the Field. [ Exeunt; 


ACT WW SCHEMES. 


Enter Cleopatra, Tras and Alexas. 
Cleo. HAT ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn? 
Vientidius has o'ercome, and he will go. 
Alex. He goes to fight for you. 
Cleo. Then he would ſee me, ere he went to fight: 
Flatter me not: If once he goes, he's loſt ; 
And all my Hopes deſtroy'd. 
Alex. Does this weak Paſſion. 
Become a mighty Queen ? 
Cleo. I am no Queen; 
Is this to be a Queen, to be beſieg d 
By yon inſulting Roman; and to wait 
Fach Hour the Victor's Chain? Theſe Ills are ſmall ; 
For Antony is loſt, and I can-mourn . 
For nothing elſe but him. Now come, Ofawius, 


have no more to loſe ; prepare thy Bands ; 
I'm fit to be a Captive : Antony 
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„„ Al for Lov 8: Or, 

Has taught my Mind the Fortune of a Slave. 

tras. Call Reaſon to aſſiſt you. : 

Cleo. I have none, | 
And none would have : My Love's a noble Madneſs, 
Which ſhows the Cauſe deſerv'd it. Moderate Sorrow 
Fits vulgar Love; and for a vulgar Man : : 
But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent Paſſion, 
J ſoar'd, at firſt, quite out of Reaſon's view, | 
And now am loſt above it. No, I'm proud 
"Tis thus: Would Antony could ſee me now; 
Think you he would not ſigh? though he muſt leave me. 
Sure he would ſigh; for he is noble natur'd, 
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| And bears a tender Heart: I know him well. 
'| Ah, no, I know him not; I knew him once, 
1} But now *tis paſt. 
VF if Tras. Let it be paſt with you: 
| 9 j Forget him, Madam. 
if ; A Cleo. Never, never, lras. | 4 
. He once was mine; and once, though now tis gone, 


Leaves a faint Image of Poſſeſſion ſtill. p 
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Alex, Think him Unconſtant, Cruel, and Ungrateful. : 
L 

Tt 

T 


't 3! I 
| 1 Mt Cleo. I cannot: If I could, thoſe Thoughts were vain ; 
45 | Faithleſs, Ungrateful, Cruel, though he be, 
14 | I ſtill muſt love him. 
— 11 „ Enter Charmion. 
41 Now, what News, my Charmion? | 5 
711 Will he be kind ? and, will he not forſake me ? 11 
I. Am I to live or die? nay, do I live? | 7 


Or am I dead? for when he gave his Anſwer, 
Fate took the Word, and then I liv'd or dy'd. 
Char. I found him, Madam I, | 

Clo. A long Speech preparing: 

If thou bring'it Comfort, haſte, and give it me; 

For never was more need. | 
Iras. I know he loves you. | 
Cleo. Had he been kind, her Eyes had told me ſo, 

Before her Tongue could. ſpeak it: Now ſhe ſtudies, 

To ſoften what he ſaid; but give me Death, 

Juſt as be fent it, Charmion, undiſguis' d, 

And in the Words he ſpoke. - 


Char: 
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Char. I found him then _ 

Tncompaſs'd round, I think, with Iron Statues, 

So mute, ſo motionleſs his. Soldiers ſtood, 

While awfully he caſt his Eyes about, 

And ev'ry Leader's Hopes and Fears ſurvey'd:: 

Methought he look'd reſolv'd, and yet not pleas'd. 

When he beheld me ſtruggling in-the Crowd, 

He bluſh'd; and bade, make way. 

Alex. There's Comfort yet. 
Char. Ventidius fixt his Eyes upon my Paſſage, 

Severely, as he meant to frown me back. 

And ſullenly gave place; I told my Meſſage, 

Juſt as you gave it, broken and diſorder d; 

I number'd in it all your Sighs and Tears, 

And while I mov'd your pitiful Requeſt, 

That you but only begg'd a laſt Farewel, 

He fetch'd-an inward Groan, and ev'ry time 

I nam'd you, ſigh'd, as if his Heart were breaking, 

But ſhun'd my Eyes, and guiltily look'd down; 

, He ſeem'd not now that awful Antony 

Who ſhook an arm'd Aſſembly with his Nod, 

IF But making ſhow as he would rub his Eyes, 

WP Diſguis'd and blotted out a falling Tear. 
1H Cleo. Did he then weep ? and was I worth a Tear? 

If what thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing, . 

Tell me no more,. but let me die contented. 

Char. He bid me ſay, He knew himſelf ſo well, 

He could deny you nothing, if he ſaw you-; 

And therefore of 
Cleo. Thou would'ſt ſay, he would not ſee me? 
Char. And therefore begg'd you not to uſe a Power,, 

Which he could ill refiſt ; yet he ſhould ever 

Reſpect you as he ought. 

Cleo Is that a Word 

For Antony to ule to Cleopatra? 

Oh that faint Word, Reſpect! how I diſdain it! 

Diſdain myſelf, for loving after it! a 

He ſhould have kept that Word for cold Octavia. 

Reſpect is for a Wife: Am I that thing, 

That dull infipid Limp, without Deſires, 

And without Pow'r. to give em ?- „ Alu. 


ne. 


26 ALL for Love: Or, 
Alix. You migudge; | 
You ſee through Love, and that deludes your Sight: 
As, what is ſtraight, ſeems crooked through the Water; 
But I, who bear my Reaſon undiſturb'd, 
Can ſee this Antony, this dreaded Man, 
A fearful Slave, who fain would run away, 
And ſhuns his Maſter's Eyes; If you purſue him, 
My Life on't, he till drags a Chain along, 
That needs muſt clog his Flight. | 
Cleo. Could I believe thee! 
Alex. By ev'ry Circumſtance I know he loves. 
True, he's hard preſt, by Int'reſt and by Honour: 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and calts out 
Many a long Look for — 
Cleo. He ſends word, 
He fears to ſee my Face. 4 
Alex. And would you more? 
He ſhows his Weakneſs who declines the Combat ; 
And you muſt urge your Fortune. Could he ſpeak 
More plainly? To my Ears, the Meflage ſounds 
Come to my Reſcue, Cleopatra, come; 
Come, free me from Ventidius; from my Tyrant: 
See me, and give me a Pretence to leave him. 
J hear his Trumpets. This way he muſt paſs, 
Pleaſe you, retire a while; I'll work him firſt, 
That he may bend more eaſy. 
Cleo. You ſhall rule me; 
But all, I fear, in vain. [ Ex. with Char. and J ras. 
Alex. I fear ſo too; 
Though I conceal'd my Thoughts to make her bold : 
But *as our utmoſt Means, and Fate befriend it. 
| [ Withdraws, 
Enter Lictors <vith Faſces ; one bearing the Eagle: Then 
enter Antony with Ventidius, follow'd by other Com- 
manders. | 
Ant. Octawius is the Minion of blind Chance, 
But holds from Virtue nothing. 
Vent. Has he Courage ? 
Ant. But juſt enough to ſeaſon him from Coward, 
©, 'tis the coldeſt Vouth upon a Charge, _ 
: | -The 


to > A 19 


ay by! of 


BL 


The WorLD well LoS T. 37 


The moſt deliberate Fighter ! if he ventures 
(As in 1/hria once they ſay he did 
To ſtorm a Town) 'tis when he cannot chooſe, 
When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him; 
And then he lives on that for ſeven Years after. 
But, at a cloſe Revenge he never fails. | 
Vent. I heard you challeng'd him. 
Ant. I did, Fentidius. 
What think'ſt thou was his Anſwer? Twas ſo tame. 


He ſaid he had more Ways than one todie; 
I had not. | 


Vent. Poor ! 
Ant. He has more Ways than one; 
But he would chooſe 'em all before that one. 
Vent. He firſt would chooſe an Ague, or a Fever. 
Ant, No: It muſt be an Ague, not a Fever : 
He has not Warmth enough to die by that. 
Vent. Or old Age and a Bed. : 
Ant. Ay, there's his Choice. | | 
He would live, like a Lamp, to the laſt Wink, 
And crawl upon the utmoſt Verge of Life: 
O Hercules! Why ſhould a Man like this, 
Who dares not truſt his Fate for one great Action, 
Be all the Care of Heav'n? Why ſhould he Lord it 
O' er fourſcore thouſand Men, of whom each one 
Is braver than himſelf ? 
Vent. You conquer'd for him: 
Phi lippi knows it; there you ſhar'd with him 
That Empire, which your Sword made all your own, 
Ant. Fool that I was, upon my Eagle's Wings 
J bore this Wren, till I was tir'd with Soaring, 
And now he mounts above me. | 
Good Heav'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me? 
Who bids my Age make way? Drives me before him, 
To the World's Ridge, and ſweeps me off like Rubbiſh ? 
Vent. Sir, we loſe time; the Troops are mounted all. 
Ant. Then give the Word to march : | 
I long to leave this Priſon of a Town, = 
To join the Legions; and, in open Field, 
Once more to ſhow my Face. Lead, my Deliverer. 
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38 Art fo Lovi:'Org 
Enter Alexas. 

Alex. AN Emperor, | | 
In mighty Arms renown'd aboye Mankind, 
But, in ſoft Pity to th” Oppreſt, a God: 

This Meſſage ſends the mournful Cleopatra 
To her departing Lord. 

Vent. 1 Sycophant! 

Alex. A thouſand Wiſhes, and ten thouſand Pray” rs, 
Millions of Bleſſings wait you to the Wars, 
Millions of Sighs and Tears ſhe ſends you too, 
And would have ſent 
As many dear Embraces to your Arms, 

As many parting Kiſſes to your Lips; 
But thoſe, ſhe fears, have weary'd you already. 

Vent. [ Aſide.] Falſe Crocodile! 


Alex. And yet ſhe begs not now, you would not leave her, 


That were a with too mighty for her Hopes, 


Toopreſuming for her low Fortune, and your ebbingLove, 


That were a Wiſh for her more proſp'rous Days, 
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing Kindneſs. 
Art. | 4fide.) Well, I muſt Man it out; What would 
the Queen ? | 
Alex. Firſt, to theſe noble Warriors, who attend. 
Your daring Courage in the Chaſe of Fame, 
( Too daring, and too dang'rous for her Quiet). 
She humbly recommends all ſhe holds dear, 
All her own Cares and Fears, the Care of you. 
Vent. Yes, witneſs Atum. 
Ant. Let him ſpeak, Yentidius. 
Alex.Y ou, when his matchleſs Valour bears him ea 
With ardour too heroick, on his Foes, 
Fall down, as ſhe would do, before his Feet ; 
Lie in his way, and ſtop the Paths of Death; 
Tell him, this God is not invulnerable, 
That abſent Cleopatra bleeds in him; 
And, that you may remember her Petition, 
She begs you wear theſe Trifles, as a Pawn, 
Which, at your wiſht Return, ſhe will redeem 
[Gizes Fewels to the Commanders, 


With all the Wealth of Zgypr : | 
This, 
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This, to the great Ventidius ſhe preſents, 
Whom ſhe can never count her Enemy, 
Becauſe he loves her Lord. 
Vent. Tell her I'll none on't; 
I'm not aſham'd of honeſt Poverty: 
Not all the the Diamonds of the Eaſt can bribe 
Fentidius from his Faith. I hope to ſee 
Theſe, and the reſt of all her ſparkling Store, 
Where they ſhall more deſervingly be plac'd. 
Ant. And who muſt wear em then? 
Vent. The wrong'd Odtavia. 
Ant. Vou might have ſpar'd that Word. 
Vent. And he that Bribe. 
Ant. But have I no Remembrance ? 
Alex. Yes, a dear one: 


»” | Your Slave, the Queen 
Ant. My Miſtreſs. 
2 Alex. Then your Miſtreſs, 


Your Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her Soul, 
But that you had long ſince ; ſhe humbly begs 
d This Ruby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 
' (The Emblems of her own) may bind your Arm. 
ihe renting a Bracelet. 
Vent. Now, my beſt Lord, in Honour's Name, I ak 


ou, - 

For 3 ſake, and for your own dear Safety, 
Touch not theſe poiſon'd Gifts, 
Infected by the Sender, touch 'em not; 
Myriads of blueſt Plagues lie underneath em, 
And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk. 

Ant. Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Vent idias : 
A Lady's Favours may be worn with Honour, 
What, to refuſe her Bracelet! On my. Soul, 
When Ilie penſive in my Tent alone, 
"Twill paſs the wakeful Hours of Winter Nights, 
To tell thoſe pretty Beads upon my Arm, 
To count for every one a ſoft Embrace, 
A melting Kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a I ime; 
And now and then the Fury of her Love,. 
When— And what Harm's in this? 


Aller. 
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Alex. None, none, my Lord, 

But what's to her, that now *tis paſt for ever. 

Ant. [Going to tie it.] We Soldiers are ſo aukward— 
bil help me tie it. | 
"hs Alex. In faith, my Lord, we Courtiers too are aukward 
'Tn theſe Aﬀairs: So are all Men indeed: 

Ev'n I, who am not one. But ſhall I ſpeak ? 

Ant. Yes, freely. | 

Alex. Then, my Lord, fair Hands alone 
Are fit to tie it; ſhe, who ſent it, can. 

Vent. Hell, Death! this Eunuch Pandar ruins you. 
You will not fee her ? 

[Alexas whiſpers an Attendant, who goes out. 

Ant. But to take my Leave. | | 
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bf Vent. Then I have waſh'd an #hiope. V are undone ; 

[i Y'are in the Toils; y'are taken; ye're deſtroy d: 

| Her Eyes do Cæſar's Work. 

By Ant, You fear too ſoon. 

| : I'm conſtant to myſelf: I know my Strength ; r 
it And yet ſhe ſhall not think me barbarous neither, | 
[# j Born in the Depths of Africt: I'm a Roman, 

I Bred to the Rules of ſoft Humanity. 7 
1 j A Gueſt, and kindly us'd, ſhould bid farewel. — 
11 Vent. Vou do not know 1. 

1 How weak you are to her, how much an Infant; 7 

| | You are not proof againſt a Smile, or. Glance; 0 
110 A Sigh will quite diſarm you. | Py, 
1 Ant. See, ſhe comes! | | V. 
| Now you ſhall find your Error. Gods, I thank you; Fs 

I form'd the Danger greater than it was, 5 5 
And now tis near, tis leſſen'd. WI 
Vent. Mark the End yet. An 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion and Iras. p 

Ant. Well, Madam, we are met. 
Cleo. Is this a Meeting ? | | : 7 1 
Then, we muſt part? | Toc 
Ant. We muſt, An 
Cleo. Who ſays we muſt ?: ö Ane 
Ant. Our own hard Fates. Shu 


Clio. We make thoſe Fates ourſelves, 
| Any. 
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Ant. Yes, we have made *em; we have lov'd each other 
Into our mutual Ruin. x 
Cleo. The Gods have ſeen my Joys with envious Eyes; 
J have no Friends in Heav'n ; and all the World, 
(As 'twere the Bus'neſs of Mankind to part us) 
Is arm'd againſt my Love: Ev'n you yourſelf 
Join with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me. 
Ant. ] will be juſtify'd in all I do 
To late Poſterity, and therefore hear me. 
If I mix a Lye 
With any Truth, reproach me freely with it ; 
Elſe, favour me with Silence. 
Cleo. You command me, 
And I am dumb. 
Vent. I like this well: He ſhows Authority. 
Ant. That I derive my Ruin 
From you alone 
Cleo. O Heav'ns! I ruin you! 
Ant. Vcu promis'd me your Silence, and you break it 
Ere I have ſcarce begun. 
Cleo. Well, I obey you. | 
Ant. When I beheld you firſt, it was in g yt, 
Ere Cæſar ſaw your Eyes; you gave me Love, 
And were too young to know it ; that I ſettled 
Your Father in his Throne, was for your ſake, 
J left th' Acknowledgment for Time to ripen. 
Cz/ar ſtept in, and with a greedy Hand 
Pluck'd the green Fruit, ere the firſt Bluſh of Red, 
Yet cleaving to the Bough. He was my Lord, 
And was, beſide, too great for me to rival. 
But, I deſerv'd you firſt, tho he enjoy'd you. 
When, after, I beheld you in Cilicia, 
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. 
Cleo. I clear'd myſelf 
Ant. Again you break your Promiſe. 
I lov'd you ſtill, and took your weak Excuſes, 
Took you into my Boſom, ſtain'd by Cz/ar, 
And not half mine: I went to Ægypt with you, 
And hid me from the Bus'neſs of the World. 
dhut out enquiring Nations from my Sight, 


To 


The Suns were weary'd out with looking on, 


And, to appear magnificent in Flight, 
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To give whole Vears to you. | 1 | 
Vent. Yes, to your Shame be't ſpoken. [Alae. 
Ant. How I lov'd 

Witneſs ye Days and Nights, and all ye Hours, 

That danc'd away with Daw upon your Feet; 

As all your Bus'neſs were to count my Paſſion. 

One Day paſs'd by, and nothing ſaw but Love; 

Another came, and ftill *twas only Love: 


And] untir'd with loving. 

I ſaw you every Day, and all the Day ; 

And ev'ry Day was ſtill but as the firſt : 

So eager was I till to ſee you more. 
Vent. Tis all too true. 


Ant. Fulvia, my Wife, grew jealous, A 
As ſhe indeed had Reaſon, rais'd a War : T 
In Italy, to call me back. T 

Vent. But yet 5 
You went not. | i Br 

Ant. While within your Arms I lay, T. 


The World fell mouldring from my Hands each Hour, 
And left me ſcarce a Graſp (I thank your Love for't.) T} 

Vent. Well puſh'd : That laſt was home. 

Cleo, Yet may I ſpeak? 

Ant. If I have urg'd a Falſhood, yes; elſe, not 
Your Silence ſays I have not. Fulvia dy'd; 
(Pardon, you Gods, with my Unkindneſs dy'd.) 

To ſet the World at Peace, I took Octavia, 
This Cæſar's Siſter; in her Pride of Youth, 
And Flow'r of Beauty did I wed that Lady, 
Whom bluſhing I mult praiſe, becauſe [I left her. 
You call'd ; my Love obey'd the fatal Summons: 


This rais'd the Roman Arms; the Cauſe was yours. = 
I would have fought by Land, where I was ſtronger; WM; RN 

You hinder'd it: Yet, when I fought at Sea, 75 
Forſook me fighting; and (oh Stain to Honour! I th: 
Oh laſting Shame !) J knew not that J fled ; 8 
But fled to follow you. * 


Vent. What Haſte ſhe made to hoiſt her purple Sail: 
Drei 
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Drew half our Strength away. | 
Ant. All this you caus'd. 
And, would you multiply more Ruins on me? 
This honeſt Man, my beſt, my only Friend, 
Has gather'd up the Shipwreck- of my Fortunes ; 
Twelve Legions I have left, my laſt Recruits, | 
And you have watch'd the News, and bring your Eyes 
To ſeize them too. If you have aught-to anſwer, . 
Now ſpeak, you have free Leave. | 
Alex. | Afide ] She ſtands confounded : 
Deſpair is in her Eyes. ; 
Vent. Now lay a Sigh i' th' way, to ſtop his Paſſage : 
Prepare a Tear, and bid it for his Legions ; 
"Tis like they ſhall be ſold. [Judge 
Cleo. How ſhall I plead my Cauſe, when you my 
Already have condemn'd me? Shall I bring 
The Love you bore me for my Advocate? 
That now 1s turn'd againſt me, that deſtroys me? 
For, Love, once paſt, is, at the belt, forgotten 
But often ſours to Hate: 'twill pleaſe my Lord 
To ruin me, and therefore I'l! be guilty. 
| But, could I once havethought it would have pleas'd you, 
t. That you would pry, with narrow ſearching Eyes 
Into my Faults, ſevere to my Deſtruction, 
And watching all Advantages with Care, 
That ſerve to make me wretched? Speak, my Lord, 
For [ end here. Though I deſerve this Uſage, 
Was it like you to give it ? 
Ant. O you wrong me, 
To think I ſought this Parting, or defir'd 
I' accuſe you more than what will clear myſelf, 
And juſtify this Breach. 
Cleo. Thus low I thank you. 
And ſince my Innocence will not offend, 
I ſhall not bluſh to own it. 
Vent, After this 
I think ſhe'll bluſh at nothing. 
Cleo. You ſeem griev'd, 
(And therein you are kind) that Cæſar firſt 
-110y'd my Love, though you deſerv'd it better: 


ger; 
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1 grieve for that, my Lord, much more than you ; 


And ne'er had been but yours. But Cæſar firſt, 
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For, had I firſt been yours, it would have ſav'd 
My ſecond Choice: I never had been his, 


8 po we "Far Aog” r= 


You ſay, poſſeſs'd my Love. Not ſo, my Lord: 
He firſt poſſeſs'd my Perſon ; you my Love: | 
Cz/ar lov'd me; but I lov'd Antony. 
If I endur'd him after, *twas becauſe 
J judg'd it due to the firſt Name of Men; C 
And, half conſtrain'd, I gave, as to a Tyrant, F 
W hat he would take by Force, F 
Vent. O Siren! Siren! 
Yet grant that all the Love ſhe boaſts were true, 7 
Has ſhe not ruin'd you ? I till urge that, v 
The fatal Conſequence. | A 
Cleo. The Conſequence indeed, Ge 
Fon Idare challenge him, my greateſt Foe, K a 
To ay it was defign'd : * Tis true, I lov'd you, 80 
And kept you far from an uneaſy Wife, | Ar 
(Such Fulvia was.) | 
Yes, but he'll ſay you left Ogawia for me Yo 
And, can you blame me to receive that Love, * 
Which quitted ſuch Deſert for worthleſs Me ? Th 
How often have I wiſh'd ſome other Cz/ar, For 
Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond Voung, But 
Would court my Love, to be refus'd for you! k t 
Vent. Words, Words; but Afium, Sir, remember 4 
Actium. | EE "Tis 
Cleo. Ev'n there, I dare his Malice. True, I counſell' a p 
To fight at Sea ; but, I betray'd you not. C 
I fled, but not to th' Enemy. "Twas Fear; "Keg 
Would I had been a Man, not to have fear'd, | Wes 
For none would then have envy'd me your Friendſhip, G0 
Who envy me your Love. (For 
Ant. We're both unhappy: Puſh 
If nothing elſe, yet our ill Fortune parts us. And. 
Speak, Would you have me periſh by my Stay? — 
Cleo. If as a Friend you ask my Judgment, Go; The 
If as a Lover, Stay. If you muſt periſh ; Ang 
Tis a hard Word; but ſtay. 1 Ventia 
( 


7 
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Vent. See now th' Effects of her ſo boaſted Love! 
She ſtrives to drag you down to Ruin with her; | 
But, could ſhe 'ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 
Would ſhe let go her Hold, and haſte to Shore, 
And never look behind ! | 
Cleo. Then judge my Love by this. 


[ Giving Antony a Writing. 
Could I have born . be | I'M 


A Life or Death, a Happineſs or Woe 

From yours divided, this had giv'n me Means. 
Ant. By Hercules, the Writing of Ocavius ! 

J know it well: 'tis that proſcribing Hand, 

Voung as it was, that led the way to mine, 

And left me but the ſecond Place in Murder —— 

See, fee, YVentidius ! here he offers g ypt, 

And joins all Syria to it, as a Preſent, 

So, in Requital, ſhe forſake my Fortunes, 

And join her Arms with his. | 
Cleo. And yet you leave me | 

You leave me, Antony: and, yet I love you. 

Indeed I do: I have refus'd a Kingdom, 

That's a Trifle : 

For I could part with Life; with any thing, 

But only you. O let me die but with with you! 

Is that a hard Requeſt? - | 
Ant. Next living with you, 

'Tis all that Heav'n can give. | 
Alex. He melts ; we conquer. | [Altar 
Cleo. No: you ſhall go: Your Int'reſt calls you hence; 

Ves; your dear Int'reſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe 

Weak Arms to hold you here [ Takes his Hand. 

Go; leave me, Soldier ; cath N 

(For you're no more a Lover: ) leave me dying: © 

Puſh me all pale and panting from your Boſom, 

And, when your March begins, let one run after 

Breathleſs almoſt for Joy; and ery, She's dead: 

The Soldiers ſhout ; you then perhaps may ſigh, 

And muſter all your Roman Gravity ; 

Ventidius chides; and ſtraight your Brow clears up, 

As I had never been. | 


Ant. 
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Ait. Gods, tis too much; too much for Man to bear. 


Cleo. What is't for me than: 
A weak forſaken Woman: and a Lover? 
Here let me breathe my laſt? Envy me not f 
This Minute in your Arms: I'll die a pace: 

As faſt as e er I can; and end your Trouble. 

Ant. Die! Rather let me periſh ; Looſen' d Nature 
Leap from its Hinges, fink the Props of Heav' n, 

And fall the Skies to cruſh the nether World. 
My Eyes, my Soul, my All | —— 

Vent. And what's this Toy, 
In Balance with your Fortune, Honour, Fame ? 

Ant. What is't, Ventidius ? it out-weighs them all ; 

Why, we have more than conquer'd Cæſar now: 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but Loves me. 
'This, this is ſhe who drags me down to Ruin] 
But, could ſhe ſca e without me, with what haſte 
Would ſhe let ſlip her hold, and make to Shore, 
And never look behind! 

Down on thy Knees,- Blaſphemer as thou art, 
And ask Forgiveneſs of wrong'd Innocence. 

Vent. I'll rather die, than take it. Will you go? 
Ant. Go! Whither? Go from all that's Excellent! 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good Things forbid, 

That I ſhould go from her, who ſets my Love 
Above the Price of Kingdoms. N You Gods, 
Give to your Boy, your Cæſar, 

This-Rattle of a Globe to-play withal, 

This Gu- gau World, and put him cheaply off: 

I'll not be pleas'd with leſs than Cleopatra.” 

Cleo. She's wholly yours. My Heart's ſo full of Joy, 
That I ſhall do ſome wild Extravagance - 

Of Love, in publick ; and the fooliſh World, 
Which knows not Tenderneſs, will think me nad. 

Vent, O Women! Women! Women |! all he Gods 

Have not ſuch Pow'r.of doing Soul: to Man, | 
As you of doing ham. 
Ant. Our Men are arm'd, 

Unbar the Gate that looks to char 8 Camp: 

1 would revenge the Treachery he meant me: 


* 
* 


[ Embrates her. 


[ Exit. 
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And long Security makes Conqueſt caſy. 

I'm eager to return before Il go; 

For, all the Pleaſures I have known, beat thick 
On my Remembrance: How'l long for Night! 
That both the Sweets of mutual Love may try, 
And Triumph once o'er Cæſar ere we die. ZExeunti 
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At one Door enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Alexas, 


a Train > i Agyptians : At the other Antony and Ro- 
e 


mans. Entrance on both Sides is prepar'd by Mufick ; 


The Trumpets firft ſounding on Antony's Part : Then 
anſaver'd by Timbrels, &c. on Cleopatra's. - Charmion | 


and Iras hold a Laurel Wreath betabixt them. A 


Dance of Agyptians. After the Ceremony, Cleopatra 
Crowns Antony. | 1 = 


Ant. Thought how thoſe white Arms would fold me in, 


And ſtrain me cloſe, and melt me into Love; 
So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprung forwards, 
And added all my Strength to every Blow. - 
Cleo. Come to me, come, my Soldier, to my Arms, 
You've been too long away from my Embraces ; . 
But, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 
With broken Murmurs, and with amorous Sighs, 
I'll ſay, you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager Kiſs, 
Ant. My brighter Venus!“ 
Ant. Thou join'ſt us well, my Love! 
Suppoſe me come from the Phlegrean Plaitis, 
Where gaſping Giants lay, cleft by my Sword: 
And Mountain Tops par'd off each other Blow, 
To bury thoſe I flew: Receive me, Goddeſs : 
et Cæſar ſpread his ſubtle Nets, like Vulcan, | 
In thy Embraces L would be beheld __, _ 
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It checks too ſtrong upon me. 


J love this Man, w 
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By Heav'n and Earth at once; 
And make their Envy what they meant their Sport, 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh : I would love on 
With awful State, regardleſs of their Frowns, 
As their ſuperior God. 
There's no Satiety of Love in thee ; 
Enjoy d, thou ſtill art new; perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the 1 5 d Fruit but falls, 
And Bloſſoms riſe to fill its empty: Place ; 
And I grow rich by Giving. 
Enter Ventidius, and flands . 

ow: O, now the Danger's paſt, your Oeceral .comes, 
He joins not in your Joys, nor minds your Triumphs 
But, with contracted. Brows, looks frowning on. 
As enyying your Succeſs. 

Ant. Now, on my Soul, he loves me; truly loves mez 
He never flatter'd me in any Vice, | 
But awes me with his Virtue : 'Ev'n this Minute | 
Methinks he has a Right of chiding me. . 
Lead to the Temple: I'll avoid his Preſence 3 _ Ni 
[Exeunt the reſt. 
LA Antony is going, Ventidius pulls bim by the Robe. 


Vent. Emperor! 
Ant. Tis the old Argument; 1 pr 'ythee ſpare me. 
[ Looking back, 
Pent. But this one Hearing, Emperor. 
Ant, Let go 
My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules 
Vent. By Hercules's F ather, that's yet greater, 


I bring you ſomewhat you would wiſh to know. 


Ant. Tho ſeeſt we are obſerv'd ; attend me here, 


And [ll return. BY  [ Exit, 


Vent. I'm waning in his Favour. yet I love bin! ; 
who runs to meet his Ruin; | 


And, ſure the Gods, like-me, are fond of bim: 


His Virtues lie fo mingled with his Crimes, 
As would tonfound their Choice to puniſh one, 


And not reward the other. 
: Enter Antony. 
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You ſee, without your Aid. | 

We have diſlodg'd their Troops, 

They look on us at Diſtance, and, like Curs 
Scap'd from the Lions Paws, they bay far off, 
And lick their Wounds, and faintly threaten War. 


Five thouſand Romans with their Fa aces upward 


Lie breathleſs on the Plain. 

Vent. Tis well: And he 
Who loſt 'em, could have ſpar'd ten thouſand more. 
Yet if, by this Advantage, you could gain 
An eafier Peace, while Ceſar doubts the _— 
Of Arms!—— 

Ant. O think not on't, Ventidiut; 

The Boy purſues my Ruin, he'll no Peace ; 
His Maliee is conſiderate. in Advantage; 

O, he's the cooleſt Murderer, ſo ſtanch, 
He kills and keeps his Temper. 

Vent. Have you no Friend 
In all his Army, who has Power to move him? 
Mecænat, or Agrippa might do much. 

Ant. They're both too deep in Ce/ar's Intereſts, 
We'll work it out by dint of Sword, or periſh, 

Vent. Fain I would find ſome other. 

Ant. Thank thy Love. 

Some four or five ſuch Victories as * 
Will ſave thy farther Pains. 
Vent. Expect no more; Cæſar is on his Guard : 


1 know, Sir, you have conquer'd againſt odds ; 


But ſtill you draw Supplies from one poor Town, 


And of Ægyptians; He has all the World, 


And, at his Beck, Nations come pouring in, 

To fill the Gaps you make. Pray think again. | 
Ant. Why doſt thou drive me from myſelf, to ſearch 

For Foreign Aids? to hunt my Memory, | 

And range all o'er a waſte and barren Place | 

To find a Friend? The Wretched have no Friends. 

Yet I had one, the braveſt Youth of Name, 

Whom Cæſar loves beyond the Love of Women; 

He could reſolve his Mind, as Fire does Wax, 

From that hard rugged mags melt him down. + 

| | vg 


| 
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And mould him in what ſofter Form he pleas'd. | 
Vent. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the World; 


J uſt ſuch a one we want. A | 


Ant. Helov'd me too, 
I was his Soul; he liv'd not but in me: 


We were ſo clos'd within each other's Breaſts, 


The Rivets were not found that join'd us firſt. 
That does not reach us yet: We were ſo mixt, 
As meeting Streams, both to ourſelves were loſt ; 
We were one Maſs ; we could not give or take, 
But from the ſame ; for he was I, I he. 

Vent. He moves as I would wiſh him. [4/rat. 
Ant. After this, 
I need not tell his Name: Twas Dolabella. 

Vent. He's now in Cæſar's Camp. 
Ant. No matter where, 
Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbade him Cleopatra's Sight; 
Becauſe [ fear'd he lov'd her: He confeſt 
He had a Warmth, which for my ſake, he ſtifled; 


For 'twere im poſſible that two, ſo one, 
Should not have lov'd the fame. When he departed, 


He. took no leave; and that confirm'd my Thoughts. 
Vent. It argues that he lov'd you more than her, 
Elſe he had ſtay d; but he perceiv'd you jealous, 
And would not grieve his Friend: I know he loves you. 
Ant. I ſhould have ſeen him then ere now. 
Vent. Perhaps | 
He has thus long been lab'ring for your Peace. 
Ant. Would he were here. 
Vent. Would you believe he lov'd you: 
T read your Anſwer in your Eyes you would, 
Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent 
A Meſſenger from Cz/ar's Camp with Letters, 
Ant. Let him appear. Wa 
Vent. I'll bring him inſtantly. 
Exit Ventidius, and re- enters immediately with Dolabella. 
Ant. Iis he himſelf, himſelf by holy Friendſhip! 


[ Runs to embrace him. 


Art thou return'd at laſt, my better Half ? 
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Come, give me all myſelf. | 
Let me not hve, | | 
If the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 
Was ever half ſo fond. 
Dola. I muſt be ſilent: for my Soul is buſy 
About a nobler Work: She's new come home; 
Like a long-abſent Man, and wanders o'er 
Each Room, a Stranger to her own, to look ; 
If all be ſafe. | | 
Ant. Thou haſt what's left of me: 
For I am now ſo ſunk from what I was, 
Thou find't me at my loweſt Water-mark. 
The Rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another Courſe : 
What I have left is from my native Spring; 
I ve ſtill a Heart that ſwells, in ſcorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks. | 
Dola. Still you are lord of all the World to me. 
Ant. Why, then I yet am fo; for thou art all. 
If I had any Joy when thou wert Abſent, 
I grudg'd it to myſelf ; methought I robb'd - 
Thee of thy Part. But, Oh my Dolabella ! 
Thou haſt beheld me other than I am. 
Has thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers fild 
With Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to ſalute me ? 
„ With Eaſtern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun, 
To worſhip my Upriſing? Menial Kings 
Ran — — up and down my Palace- yard, 
Stood filent in my Preſence, watch'd my Eyes, 
And at my leaſt Command, all ſtarted out 
Like Racers to the Goal. 
Dola. Slaves to your Fortune, 
Ant. Fortune is Cz/ar's now; and what am I? N 
Vent. What you have made yourſelf; I will not flatter. 
Ant. Is this friendly done? 
Dola. Ves, when his End is ſo, I muſt join with him; 
Indeed I muſt, and yet you muſt not chide: 
Why am lelfe your Friend? | 
Ant. Take heed, young Man, 


How thou upbraid' my Love: The Queen has Eyes, 
P IN Queen h _ 
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And thou too haſt a Soul. Canft thou remember 
When, ſwell'd with Hatred, thou beheld' her firſt 
As acceſſary to thy ee Death ? bees 
Dola. Spare my Remembrance; twas a guil 
And ſtill ho Bluſh _ here. ce Saas 
Ant. To clear herſelf, 
For ſending him no Aid, ſhe came from Egypt, 
Her Gally down the Silver Cyanos row'd, 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold, 
The gentle Winds were lodg'd in purple Sails; 
Her Nymphs, like Nereiat, round her Couch were plac'd ; 
Where ſhe, another Sea-born Venus, lay. _ 
Dola. No more: I would not hear it. | 
Ant. O, you muſt! 
She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her Hand, 
And caſt a Look ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 
As if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 
Neglecting ſhe could take em: Boys, like Cups, 
Stood fanning with their painted Wings, the Winds 
That play'd about her Face: But if the ſmil'd, 
A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad: 
That Mens deſiring Eyes were never weary'd; 
But hung upon the Obje& : To ſoft Flutes 
The Silver Oars kept Time; and while they play'd, 
The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight; ¶ more: 
And both to Thought. Twas Heav'n, or ſomewhat 
For ſhe ſo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing. Crowds 
Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted Breath 
To give their Welcome Voice. 
Then, Dola bella, where was then thy Soul? 
Was not thy Fury quite diſarm'd with Wonder ? 
Did'ſ thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe Eyes, 
And whiſper in my. Ear, Oh tell her not 
That I accus'd her of my Brother's Death? 
Dola. And ſhould my Weakneſs be a Plea for yours? 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus'd, | 
When kindly Warmth, and when my ſpringing Youth 
Made it a Debt to Nature. Yours — $ 
Vent. Speak boldly. | 
Yours, he would ſay, in your declining Age, 


When 
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When no more Heat was left but what you forc'd, 
When all the Sap was needful for the Trunk, R 
When it went down, then they conftrain'd the Courſe, 
And robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Defire ; 
In you (I would not uſe ſo harſh a Word) 
*Tis but plain Dotage. | | 
Ant. Ha! | 
Dola. ' Twas urg'd too home. 
But yet the Loſs was private that I made; 
"Twas but myſelf I loſt ; I loſt no Legions 
I had no World to loſe, no People's Love. 
Ant. This from a Friend? 
Dola. Yes, Antony, a true one; l 
A Friend ſo tender, that each Word I ſpeak 
Stabs my own Heart before it reach your Ear, 
O, judge me not leſs kind becauſe I chide : 
To Cæſar I excuſe you. | 
Ant. O ye Gods |! 
Have Ithen liv'd to be excus'd to Cæſar ? 
Dola. As to your Equal. 
Ant. Well : he's but my Equal. 
While I wear this, he never ſhall be more. 
Dola. I bring Conditions from him. 
Ant. Are they Noble ? 6 
Methinks thou ſhouldſt not bring em elſe? yet he 
Is full of deep Diſſembling; knows no Honour 
Divided from his Int'reſt. Fate miſtook him; 
For Nature meant him for an Uſurer, 8 
He's fit indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms. 
Vent. Then, granting this | 
What Pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a Temper 
To honourable Terms! 
Ant. It was my Dolabella, or ſome God. 
' Dela. Nor I; nor yet Mecænat, nor Agrippa: 
They were your Enemies; and I a Friend 
Too weak alone; yet 'twas a Roman Deed. 
Ant. *T was like a Roman done: Show me that Man 
Who has preſerv'd my Life, my Love, my Honour; 
Let me but ſee his Face. 
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Vent. That Task i is mine, | 


And, Heav'n, thou know'ſ how pleaing, [Exit Vent. 
Dola. You'll remember 


| To whom you ſtand oblig'd ? 


Ant. When I forget it, 
Be thou unkind, and that's my greateſt Curſe. | 
My Queen ſhall thank him too. 8 
Dola. I fear ſhe will not. 
Ant. But ſhe ſhall do't: The Queen, my Dolabella ! 
Haſt thou not ſtill ſome 3 of thy Fever ? 
Dola. IJ would not ſee her loſt. 
Ant. When ] forſake her, 
Leave me my better Stars; for ſhe has Truth 
Beyond her Beauty. Cæſar tempted her, * 
At no leſs Price than Kingdoms to betray me; 
But the reſiſted all: And yet thou chid'ſt me 
For loving her too well. Could I do fo? 
Dola. Yes ? there's my Reaſon. 

Re-enter Ventidius, with Octavia, leading Antony laue 

little Daughters. 

Ant. Where ?—— Octavia there | [Starting back. 

Vent. What, is ſhe Poiſon to you? a Diſeaſe? / 
Look on her, view her well; and thoſe ſhe brings: 

Are they all Strangers to your Eyes? has Nature 

No ſecret Call, no Whiſper they are yours ? ['em 
Dola. For Shame, my Lord, if not for Love, receive 

With kinder Eyes. If you confeſs a Man, 

Meet'em, embrace 'em, bid 'em welcome to you. 

Your Arms ſhould open, ev'n without your Knowledge, 

To claſp em in; your Feet ſhould turn to Wings, 

To bear you to 'em; and your Eyes dart out, 

And aim a Kiſs ere you could reach the Lips. | 
Ant. I ſtood amaz'd to think how they came hither. 
Vent. I ſent for em; I brought em in, enter 

To Cleopatra's Guards. 

Dola. Yet, are you cold? 

Ov. Thus long I have attended for my Welcome ; 
Which as a Stranger, ſure I might expect. 
Who am 1? 

Ant. Ca/ar's Siſter, 
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Od av. That's unkind ! | ; IP 
Had I been nothing more than Cæſar's Siſter, 
Know, I had till remain'd in Cæſar's Camp; 
But your Octavia, your much injur'd Wife, 
Though baniſh'd from your Bed, driv'n from your Houſe, 
In ſpite of Cæſar's Siſter, ſtill is yours. 
"Tis true, J have a Heart diſdains your Coldneſs, 
And prompts me not to ſeek what you ſhould offer; 
But a Wife's Virtue till ſurmounts that Pride: 
I come to claim you as my own; to ſhow 
My Duty firſt, to ask, nay beg, your Kindneſs : 
Your Hand, my Lord; 'tis mine, and I will have it. 
[ Taking his Hand. 
Vent. Do, take it, thou deſerv'ſt it. 
Duola. On my Soul, | 
And ſo ſhe does: She's neither too ſubmiſlive, 
Nor yet too haughty ; but ſo juſt a Mean 
Shows, as it ought, a Wife and Roman too. | 
Ant. I fear, OFawvia, you have begg'd my Life. 
. OXav. Begg'd it, my Lord? 
Ant. Yes, begg'd it, my Ambaſſadreſs, 
Poorly and baſely begg'd it of your Brother. 
OZav. Poorly and baſely I could never beg: 
Nor could my Brother grant. 5 | 
Ant. Shall I, who to my kneeling Slave, could ſay, 
4 Riſe up, and be a King ; ſhall I fall down 
And cry, Forgive me, Cz/ar? ſhall I ſet 
A Man, my Equal, in the Place of ove, 
As he could give me Being? No; that Word 
Forgive, would choke me up, | 
And die upon my Tongue. 
Dola. You ſhall not need it. 
Ant. Iwill not need it. Come, you'vealkbetray'd me; 
My Friend too! To receive ſome vile Conditions, 
My Wife has bought me, with her Prayers and Tears; 
And now I mult become her branded Slave. 
; In every peeviſh Mood ſhe will upbraid 
The Life ſhe gave: If I but look awry, 
She cries, III tell my Brother. 
O&av. My hard Fortune 8 
. C 4 Subjects 
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Subjects me ſtill to your unkind Miſtakes. 

But the Conditions I have brought are ſuch 
You need not bluſh to take: I love your Honour, 
Becauſe tis mine; it never ſhall be ſaid | 
OXavia's Husband was her Brother's Slave. 

Sir, you are free; free ev'n from her you lothe ; 


For, tho' my Brother bargains for your Love, 


Makes me the Price and Cement of your Peace, 
J have a Soul like yours; I cannot take 


' Your Love as Alms, nor beg what I deſerve; 


J'll tell my Brother we are reconcil'd ; 


He ſhall draw back his Troops and you ſhall march 


To rule the Eaſt: I may be dropt at Athens ; 
No matter where, I never will complain, 
But only keep the barren Name of Wife, 
And rid you of the Trouble. 

Vent. Was ever ſuch a Strife of ſullen Honour ! 
Both ſcorn to be oblig'd. P 

Dola. O, ſhe has touch'd him in the tender'ſt Part; 
See how he reddens with Deſpite and Shame 
To be out-done in Generoſity ! 

Vent. See how he winks! how he dries up a Tear, 
That fain would fall! | 

Ant. Octavia, 1 have heard you, and muſt praiſe 
The Greatneſs of your Soul ; 


But cannot yield to what you have propos'd : 


For I can ne'er be conquer'd but by Love ; 
And you do all for Duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at Ahens; was't not ſo? 
Octav. It was, my Lord. 
Ant. Then I muſt be oblig'd 
To one who loves me not, who, to herſelf, 
May call me thankleſs and ungrateful Man: 
I'll not endure it, no. 
Vent. I'm glad it pinches there. [tue? 
O#fav, Would you triumph o'er poor Ofavia's Vir- 
That Pride was all I had to bear me up; 
That you might think you ow'd me for your Life, 
And ow'd it to my Duty, not my Love. | 
I have been injur'd, and my haughty Soul 
| | | ' Could 
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Could brook but ill the Man who flights my Bed. 
Ant. Therefore you love me not. | 
Oda. Therefore, my Lord, © 
I ſhould not love you. 

Ant, Therefore you would leave me? 
Oct av. And therefore I ſhould leave you—if I could. 
Dola. Her Soul's too great, after ſuch Injuries, ' 

To ſay ſhe loves; and yet ſhe lets you ſee it. 
Her Modeſty and Silence plead her Cauſe. ; 

Ant. O Dolabella, which way ſhall I turn? 

I find a ſecret Yielding in my Soul; 

But Cleopatra, who would die with me, 
Muſt ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Octavia; 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra? 

Vent. Juſtice and Pity both plead for Octavia: 
For Cleopatra, neither. | 
One would be ruin'd with you ; but ſhe firſt 
Had ruin'd you : The other, you have ruin'd, 
And yet ſhe would preſerve you. 

In every thing their Merits are unequal. 

Ant. O, my diſtracted Soul 
OXav. Sweet Heav'n compoſe it. 

Come, come; my Lord, if I can on you, 
Methinks you ſhould accept it. k on theſe ; 
Are they not yours? Or ſtand they thus neglected 


As they are mine! Go to him, Children, go; 
| Kneel to him, take him by the Hand, ſpeak to him; 


For you may ſpeak, and 'he may own you too, 

Without a Bluſh ; and ſo he cannot all 

His Children; Go, I ſay, and pull him to me, 

And pull him to yourſelves, from that bad Woman. 

You, Agrippina, hang upon his Arms; 

And you, Antonia, claſp about his Waſte : 

If he wilt ſhake you off, if he will daſh you | 

Againſt the Pavement, you muſt bear it, Children; 

For you are mine, and I was born to fuffer. | 
> Here the Children go to him, &c. 

Vent. Was ever Sight ſo moving! Emperor! 

Dola. Friend | 

Ofav. Husband'! 


Co - — Both 


But it has found two Channels here for one, 
And bubbles out above. 
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Beth Chir. Father! 
Aut. I am vanquiſh'd: Take me. 
OZawia; take me, Children; ſhare me all. | 

| [ Embracing them. 
I've been a thriftleſs Debtor to your Loves, 
And run out much, in Riot from your Stock; 
But all ſhall be amended. _ | 

Oda. O bleſt Hour 

Dela. O happy Change! 

Vent. My Joy ſtops at my Tongue; 


* 
* 


| [thou wilt; 
Ant. to Odtav. This is thy Triumph; lead me where 
Ev'n to thy Brother's Camp. | 


Ofavw. All there are yours. 
Enter Alexas haſlily. 


Alex. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, Sir, and your 


Ant. Tis paſt. O&awvia, you ſhall Ray this Night; | 


To-morrow, Cz/ar and we aro one. = ov £1: 
[Ex. leading Octavia, Dola. and the Children follow, 
Vent. There's News for you; run, my officious Eunuch, 
Be ſure to be the firſt ;- haſte forward; 44 
Haſte, my dear Eunuch, haſte. 9182 e 
Alex. This downright fighting Fool, this thick - ſcull'd 
This blunt unthinking Inſlrument of Death, [Hero, 
With plain dull Virtue, has out -· gone my Wit: a 


Pleaſure forſook my early'ſt Infancy, 


The Luxury of others robb'd my Cradle, 


And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man : 

Caſt out from Nature, diſinherited 

Of what her meaneſt Children claim by Kind ; 

Yet, Greatneſs kept me from Contempt: That's gone. 
Had Cleopatra follow'd my Advice, PTY 

Then he had been betray'd, who now forſakes. 

She dies for Love; but ſhe has known its Joys : 

Gods, is this juft, that I, who know no Joys, 


Muſt die, becauſe ſhe loves ? 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Train. 
Oh, Madam, I have ſeen what blaſts my Eyes ! 
OZawia's here! | | 
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Cleo. Peace with that Raven's Note, 
I know it too; and now am in 
The Pangs of Death. 

Alex. You are no more a Queen . 
Egypt is loſt, 

Cleo. What tell'ſt thou me of Egypt ? 
My Life, my Soul is loſt! Ocawia has him! 
O fatal Name to Cleopatra's Love 
My Kiſſes, my Embraces now are hers; 
While I But thou haſt ſeen my Rival ; ſpeak, 
Does ſhe deſerve this Bleſſing? Is ſhe Hair ? 
Bright as a Goddeſs ? and is all Perfection 
Confin'd to her? It is. Poor I was made 
Of that coarſe Matter which, when ſhe was finiſhgd, 
The Gods threw by, for Rubbiſh. 

Alex. She's indeed a very Miracle. 

Cleo. Death to my Hopes, a Miracle! 

Alex. A Miracle ; | [Bowing, 
I mean of Goodpeſs; for in Beauty, Madam, 
You make all Wonders ceaſe. 

Cleo. I was too raſh : 


Take this in Part of Recompenc But, oh, 
h [ Giving 4 Ring. 


I fear thou flatter'ſt me. 
Char. She comes ! ſhe's here! 
tas. Fly, Madam, Cæ ſar's Siſter ! 
Cleo. Were ſhe the Siſter of the Thund'rer Fove, 
And bore her Brother's Lightning in her Eyes, 
Thus would I face my Rival. 
[Meets Octavia with Ventidius, Octavia bears up to 
her. Their Trains come up on either fide. 
Octav. I need not ask if you are Cleopatra, 
Your haughty Carriage—— 
Cleo. Shows I am a Queen: 
Nor need I ask who you are. 
Octau. A Roman: 
A Name that makes and can unmake a Queen. | 
Cleo. Your Lord, the Man who ſerves me, is a Roman. 
OXav. He was a Roman, till he loſt that Name 


Fo be a Slave in Egypt: but I come £ 
| 0 
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To free him thence. un 5 Rs 

Cleo. Peace, peace, my Lover's Juno. 

When he grew weary of that houſhold Clog, 
He choſe my eaſier Bonds, 

OXav. I wonder not - | 
Your Bonds are eaſy ; you have long been practis d 
In that laſcivious Art: He's not the firſt 
For whom you ſpread your Snares: Let Cæſar witneſs, 

Cleo. I lov'd not Cæſar; twas but Gratitude 
I paid his Love: The worſt your Malice can, 
ls but to ſay the greateſt of Mankind | 
Has been my Slave, The next, but far above him 
In my Eſteem, is he whom Law calls yours, 

But whom his Love made mine. | 


OX#av. I would view nearer [Coming up cloſe to ber: 


That Face which bas ſo long uſurp'd my Right, 
To find th' inevitable Charms, that catch 
Mankind ſo ſure, that ruin'd my dear Lord. 
Cleo. O, you do well to ſearch ; for had you known 
But half theſe Charms, you had not loſt his Heart. 
O#av. Far be their Knowledge from a Roman Lady, 
Far from a modeſt Wife. Shame of our Sex, 


Doſt thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black Endearments | 


That make Sin pleaſing? | 
Cleo. You may bluſh who want 'em, 
If bountequs Nature, if indulgent Heav'n 
Have giv'n me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Man; 
Should I not thank em? ſhould I be aſham'd, 
And not be proud ? I am, that he has lov'd me; 
And, when I love not him, Heav'n change this Face 
For one like that. | | 
Octaw. Thou lov'ſt him not ſo well. 
Cleo. I love him better, and deſerve him more. 
Octau. You do not; cannot: You have been his Ruin. 
Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra? 
Who made him ſcorn'd abroad, but Cleopatra? 
At Actium, who betray'd him? Cleopatra. 
Who made his Children Orphans ? and poor me 
A wretched Widow ? only Cleopatra, 
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Cleo. Vet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 
If you have ſuffer d, I have ſuffer'd more. 
You bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife, 
| To gild your Cauſe, and draw the pitying World 
To favour it: The World contemns poor me; 
For I have loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 
And ſtain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 
And all to bear the branded Name of Miſtreſs. 
There wants but Life, and that too I would loſe 
went 4 W 7" | 
O#av. Be't ſo then; take thy Wiſh, [ Exit cum fais. 
Cleo. And 'tis my Wiſh. ; | : "= 
Now he is loſt for whom alone I liv'd. 
My Sight grows dim, and every Object dances, 
And ſwims before me, in the Maze of Death. 
My Spirits, while they were oppos'd, kept up; 
They could not fink beneath a Rival's Scorn: 
But now ſhe's gone they faint. 
Alex. Mine have had leiſure ns 
To recolle& their Strength, and furniſh Counſel, 
To ruin her: who elſe muſt ruin you. 
Cleo. Vain Promiſer ä 
Lead me, my Charmion ; . your Hand too, tras, 
My Grief has Weight enough to fink you both. 
Conduct me to ſome ſolitary Chamber, | 
And draw the Curtains round ; | 
Then leave me to myſelf, to take alone 
My fill of Grief : 
There I till Death will his unkindneſs weep: 
As harmleſs Infants moan themſelves aſleep, [ Excunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


Enter Antony and Dolabella. 


Dela. HY would you ſhift it from yourſelf, on me? 
Can you not tell her S 
Ant. 10 cannot. 
I could pull out an Eye, and bid it go. 
And tother ſhould not weep. , Dolabella, 
How many Deaths are in this Word D rt 8 
I dare not truſt my Tongue to tell her ſo 
One look of hers would thaw me into Tear, 
And I ſhould melt till I were loſt again, 
Dola. Then let Ventidius; © 
He's rough by Nature. mo 
Ant, Oh, he'll ſpeak too harſhly ; E 
He'll kill her wich the News: Thin, 0 thou. 
Dela. Nature has caſt me in ſo ſoft a Mould, 
That but to hear a Story feign'd for FO 
Of ſome ſad Lover's Death, moiftens my 
And robs me of my Manhood, —1 8d ſpeak 
So faintly; with ſuch Fear to 0 her Heart, 
She'd not believe it earneſt. ; | 
Ant. Therefore; therefore 


Thou only, thou art fit: Think thyſelf Me, 


And when thou ſpeak'ſt (but let it firſt be 1 50 

Take off the Edge from every ſharper Sound, 
And let our Parting be as gently made 
As other Loves begin: Walt thou do this ? F 

Dela. What you have ſaid, ſo ſinks into my Soul, 
That, if I muſt ſpeak, [ ſhall ſpeak juſt ſo. | 

Ant. I leave you then to your fad Tak: Farewel. 
I ſent her word to meet 


1 for got; 1 
Let her be told, I'll make her Peace with mine: 


0a „, to the "Rt and comes back. 


Her 
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Her "Ba and Dignity ſhall be — 7 \ 
If I have Power with Ceſare 0 be ſure 
To think on that. 170 
Dola. Fear not, I will een! | 
[Antony goes again to the Door, and comes back, 
Au. And tell her, too, how much I was conſtrain d 5 
I did not this but with extremeſt Force: 
Deſire her not to hate my Memory, | Trl 
For I ſtill cheriſh hers ;——infilt on that... 1 
Dola. Truſt me, III not forget it. | 
* Ant. Then that's all. [Goes out, and eee er. 
Wilt thou forgive my F ondneſs this once more? 
Tell her, tho we ſhall never meet again, 
If I ſhould hear ſhe took another Love, 
The News would break my Heart— Now I muft go3. | 
For every time I have return'd, I feel 
My Soul more tender; and my next Command 
Would be to bid her ſtay, and ruin both... - (Exit. 
Dela. Men are but Children of a. larger Growth, 200 
Our Appetites as apt to 1 as theirs, 4 
And full as craving too, and full as vain; 
And yet the Soul, ſhut-up in her dark Room, 
Viewing ſo clear abroad, at home ſees gs ; 
But, like a Mole in Earth, buſy and blind, 
Works all her Folly up, and caſts it outward. 
To the World's open View: : Thus I diſcover d, 
And blam'd the Love of ruin'd Antony; I. r 
Vet win A. I were he, to be ſo ruin'd. 
Enter Ventidius above. | 
Vent. Alone? ? and talking to himſelf? concern'd too? 
Perhaps my Gueſs is right; he lov'd her ns, 
And may purſue it fill, 
Dela. O' Friendſhip. Friendſhip Gl ob & 212: 
Ill canſt thou anſwer this; and Reaſon he © 
Unfaithful i in th! Attempt; hopeleſs to win 
And, if I win, undone; Meer Madneſs all. i 
And yet th' Occaſion's fair. What Injury. -- 
To him, to wear the Robe which he throws by ? 
Vent. None, none at all. This aer as I wiſh, 
| Ion ruin her yet more with Antony, : 
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Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas ; Charmion, 
- Iras on the other fide. 
Dola. ohe comes | * What Charms have Sorroy on 
that Face! 
Sorrow ſeems pleas'd to dwell with ſo much Sweetneſs ; 
Vet, now and then, a melancholy Smile 
Breaks looſe, like Lightning in a | Winter Night, 
And ſhows a moment's Day. 
Vent. If ſhe. ſhould love him too! * Eunuch there? 
That Porc pi 45 e bodes ill Weather. Draw, draw nearer, 
Sweet Devi that I may hear, SLE z 
Au. Believe me; try | 
[Dolabella goes over to Charmion and Itas ; 
ſeems to talk with them. 
To make him jealous ; Jealouſy is like 8 
A poliſht Glaſs held to Fa Li when Life's in doubt : 
If there be breath, twill catch the Damp and ſhow it. 
Cleo. I grant you Jealouſy's a proof of Love, | | 
But tis a weak and unavaili ing Medicine: | 
It puts out the Diſeaſe, and makes it ſhow 
But has — to _ 6 
Alex. Tis your em and ſtrongeſt too : 
And then this Dolabella, who A fit oo 
To practiſe on? He's handſome, valiant, young, 
And looks as he were laid for Nature's Bait, y * 
To catch weak Womens RK yes. 
He ſtands already more than half ſuſſ 
Of loving you: The leaſt kind W S 
You give this Youth, will kindle him with Love: 
Then, like a burning Veſſel ſet adrift, 
You'll ſend him down amain before the Wind, 
To fire the Heart of jealous Antony, 
Cleo. Can I do this? Ah no; my Love 8 ſo true, 
That I can neither hide it where it iss 
Nor ſhow it where it is not. Nature meant me 
A Wife; a filly harmleſs houſhold Dove, 
Fond without Art, and kind without Deceit ; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfurniſh'd” 
Of Falſhood. to be happy. | 
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Alex. Force yourſelf. 
Th' Event will be, your Lover will return 
Doubly deſirous to poſſeſs the Good 
Which once he fear d to loſe. 
Cleo. I muſt attempt it; 
But Oh with what Regret! 
\[ Exit Alexas. (She comes uþ.0 Dolabella.) 
Vent. So, now the Scene draws near; they're in my 
reach. | ſnot I 
Cleo. to Dola. Diſcourſing with | my Women —_ 
Share in your Entertainment? 
Char. You have been 
The Subject of it, Madam. 
Cleo. How! and how? 
Iras. Such Praiſes of your Beauty 
Cleo. Meer Poetry. 
Your Roman Wits, your Gallus and Tibullus, 
Have 8 you this from Cytheris and Delia. 
ole Romen Wits have never been in Egypt, 
Cytheris and Delia elſe had been unſung : 
I, who have {cen ——had I been born a Poet, 
Should chuſe a nobler Name. Fatt: 
| Cleo. You flatter me. 
Bat, tis your Nation's Vice: All of your Country 
Are Flatterers, and all falſe. Your Friend's like you. 
I'm ſure he ſent you not to ſpeak theſe Words. 
Dola. No, Madam ; yet he ſent me 
Cleo. Well, he ſent you 
Dola. Of a leſs pleaſing Errand. 
Cleo. How leſs pleaſing ? 
Leſs to yourſelf, or me ? | 
Dola. Madam, to both ; EP 
For you muſt mourn, and I muſt orieve to cauſe it. 
Cleo. You, Charmion, and your Fellow, ſtand at diſtance, 
Hold up, my Spirits. (Lite ] Well, now your 
For I queer efs i 
or I'm prepar' r can it too. | 
Dola 1 wiſh 4 prone for Ni a thankleſs Office 
To tell ill news: And J., of all your _ | 
Moſt fear Es: you. | 
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Mi Clio. Of all your Sex, 
f I ſooneſt could forgive you, if you ſhould, _ 
Vent. Moſt delicate Advances Woman! Woman! 
Dear damn'd inconſtant Sex 
Cleo. In the firſt Place, 
J am to be forſaken; is't not ſo? 
Dola. I wiſh I could not anſwer to that Queſtion, 
Cleo. Then paſs it o'er becauſe it troubles you: 
I ſhould have been more priev'd another time. 
Next, I'm to loſe my Kingdom Farewel Egypt. 
Yet, is there any more? : c 
Bela. Madam, I fear „ 
Your too deep Senſe of Grief has d your Naben | 
Cleo. No, no, I'm not run mad; I can bear Fortune: 
And Love may be I'd by other Love, \ 
As Poiſons are by Poi ons. ä 
Dola. Lou o'erjoy me, Madam, 
To find your Griefs ſo moderately born. 
You've heard the worſt ; all are not falſe, like him. „. 
Cleo. No; Heav'n forbid they ſhould. n 
Dela. Some Men are conſtant. E 
Cleo. And Conſtaney deſerves Rowan, that's certain? 
Dola. Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 
Vent. T'll ſwear thou haſt my Leave. I have enough: 
But how to manage this! Well, ll confider. [Exit. 
Dola. I came prepar'd, - of i 
To tell you heavy News: News, which I thought 
Would fright the Blood from your pale Cheeks to hear : 
But you have met it with a Chearfulneſs 
That makes my Task more eaſy ; and my Tongue, 
Which on another's — was Ie | 
Would gladly ſpeak its own. 
Cleo. Hold, Dolabella. 
Firſt tell me, were you choſen by my Lord ? 
Or 1 you this Employment? 6 
Dola. He pick'd me out ; and as, his Boſom-friend, 
He ou d me with his Words. 
he Meſſage then 
1 _ was tender, and each Accent . 
To mollify that rugged Word Depart. 
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Dola. Oh, you miſtake : He choſe the harſheſt Words, 
With fiery Eyes, and with contracted Brows, 
He coin'd his Face in the ſevereſt Stam | 
And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake ; ; 


He heav'd for Vent, and burſt like bellowing tra, 
In Sounds ſcfrce human. Hence, away for ever: 


Let her begone, the Blot of my Renown, 
% And Bane of all my Hopes: 


[Al the time of this Speech Cleopatra Andy a work 


and more concern d, till ſhe finks quite down. 
6 Let her be driv'n as far as men can think 


From Man's Commerce: She'll poiſon to the Center. 
Cleo. Oh, Ican bear no more! [[Wretch! 


Dola. Help, help: Oh Wretch, Oh carſed, curſed 
What have I done! 


Char, Help, chafe her Temples, ins; | 
Trat. Bend, bend her forward quickly. 
Char. Heay' n be prais'd, 
She comes again. | 
Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me. 
Why have you brought me back to this loath'd Beings 
The Abode of Falſhood, violated Vows, 
And injur'd Love? For Pity, let me go; 
For, if there be a Place of long R g 
I'm ſure I want it. My diſdainful Lord 
Can never break that Quiet; nor awake 
The ſleeping Soul, with — in my Tomb 
Such Words as fright her hence, Unkind, Unkind. 


Dela. Believe me, tis againſt myſelf 1 peak, n 
That ſure deſerves Belief; I injur d him: 


My Friend ne'er ſpoke thoſe Words. Oh, had yo you * 


How often he came back, and every time 

With ſomething more obliging and more kind 

To add to what he faid ; what dear Farewels, 

How almoſt vanquiſh'd by his Love he parted, 

And lean'd to what unwillingly he left: 

I, Traitor as I was, for Love of you, 

(But what can you not do, who made me falſe Ty | 

I forg'd that Lye ; for whoſe Forgiveneſs kneels 

This ſelf. accus d, ſelf. puniſh d Criminal. — + 
- Cles; 
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Clio. With how much Eaſe believe we what we wiſh ! 
Riſe, Dolabella; if you have been guilty, 
J have contributed, and too much Love 
Has made me guilty too. 
* 2 of Kindneſs which I made, was feign'd, 
0 ack fleeting Love by jealouſy 
But *twould not lat. Oh, — let * loſe, 
Than fo ignobly trifle with his Heart. [Reach, 
Dola. I find your Breaſt fenc'd round — human 
Tranſparent as a Rock'of ſolid Cryſtal ; 
Seen through, but never pierc'd. My Friend, my Friend 4 
What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown away; 
And ſcatter'd, like an Infant, in the Ocean, 
Vain Sums of Wealth, which none can gather thence. 
Cleo. Could you not beg 
An Hour's Admittance to his private Ear? * 
Like one who wanders through long barren W Tiles, 
And yet foreknows no hoſpitable Inn 
Is near to ſuccour Hunger, 
Eats his Fill before his painful March ; 
do would I feed a while my famiſh'd. Eyes 
Before we part; for I have far to go, 
If Death be far, and never muſt return. 
Ventidius, evich Octavia behind; - 


Vent. From hence you may diſcover—Oh, ſweet, froct Pp 


Would you indeed ? the pretty Hand in earneſt? 


Dole, I will, for this Reward. [Takes her Hand. 


: — — it not back, 
— — 


. The 
- quic wry 2 Eyes has Guilt ! 


Va. — not to have obſerv'd em, and go on. 
They enter. 

Dola. Saw you the Emperor, Ventidius 

Vent. No. 
I ſought him ; but I heard that he was private. 
None with him, but Hipparcbus his Freedman. 

Dole. Know you his Bus'neſs ? 

Vent. Giving him Inſtructions, 

And Letters, to his Brother Cæſar. Dole. 
. 0 


t! 


dla. 


With Cæſar he's endeavouring her Peace. 
| But for a farther 


Dola. Well, 


He muſt be found. [ Exeunt Dolabella and Cleo, 


Ota. Moſt glorious Impudence l 

Vent. She look'd mgthought | 
As ſhe would ſay, Take your old Man, Ovi = 
Thank you, I'm better here. 
Well, but what Uſe 
Make we of this Diſcovery ? 

Pan. 1 — bu ſhe da gerous: 

Vent. I pi l t ſhe's: dan 
Her Eyes = Pow'r beyond Theſ/alian Charms 
To draw the Moon. Fs, Heav'n; for Eloquence, 
The Sea-green Sirens taught her Voice their Flatt Ty ; 
And, while ſhe ſpeaks, Night ſteals upon the Day, 
Unmark'd of thoſe that — Then ſhe's ſo * 
Age buds at ſight of her, and ſwells to Vouth: 
The holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles; 
And with heav'd Hands forgetting Gravity, 


They bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her, 


With a malignant Joy behold ſuch Beauty ; 
And, while I curſe, defire it. Ant 

Muſt needs have ſome Remains of Paſſion ſtill, 
Which may ferment into a worſe Relapſe, 

If now not fully cur'd. I know, this Minute, 


Octav. You have prevail'd :- 
| pI | [Walks of. 
I'll prove how he will reliſh this Diſcovery. | 


What make a Strumpet's Peace! it ſwells my Heart: 
It muſt not, ſha" not be. 


Vent. His Guards appear. 
Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 
Enter Antony. | 
Ant. Octavia, I was looking you, my Love: 
What, are your Letters ready ? ? I have giv 2 
My laſt Inſtructions. WI * 
Oaav. Mine, my Lord, are written. 
Ant. Ventidius | [Drawing him afide. 
Vent. My Lord? © 1 | 
i wo, A Word in private. 


When 
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| Moſt baſely, and maliciouſly bely her. 


70 ALL for Love: Or, 
When ſaw you Dolabella ? ; 
Vent. Now, my Lord, 1 
He parted hence; and 8 wichchim | 
Ant. Speak ſoftly. Twas by my Command he went, 
To bear my laſt Farewel. 
Vent. It look'd indeed [ Aloud. 
Like your Farewel. 
Ant. More ſoftly My Farewel ? 
What ſecret Meaning have you in Soars > Words 
Of my Farewel? Hedid it by. m 
Vent. Then he obey'd your Order. I — [ Aloud, [ 
You bid him do it with all Gentleneſs, 
All Kindneſs, and all —— Love. 
Ant. How the mourn'd, 
The poor forſaken Creature 


Vent. She took it as ſhe onght ; ſhe "A your Parting F 


As ſhe did Cæſar's, as ſhe would another's, 
Were a new Love to come. bes 11.7 
Ant. Thou doſt bely her; [Aleud. 
Vent. 1 — t not to diſpleaſe you; Ihave done. 
Octav. You ſeem diſturb'd, my Lord. [Coming up. 
Ant. A very Trifle, 
Retire, my Love. 
Vent. It was indeed a Trifle. 
He ſent —— 
Ant. No more. Lock how thou di 


Th Life ſhall anſwer it. 
Fav. Then *tis no Trifle. [ſaw it, 
Vent. to Octau. Tis leſs; a very Nothing: You too 
As well as I, and therefore tis no Secret. 
Ant. She ſaw it! 
Vent. Ves: She ſaw young We. 
Ant. Young Dolabella ! | 
Vent. Young, I think him young, 
And handſome too; and ſo do others think him. 
But what of that? He went by your Command, 
Indeed tis probable, with ſome kind Meſlage ; 
For ſhe receiv'd it graciouſly ; ſhe ſmil'd: P 


ſobey'ſt me; 
+ [ Angrihj. 


And 
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And then he grew familiar with her Hand, 28815 
Squeez d it, and worry'd it with ravenous Kiſſes. | 
She bluſh'd and figh'd, and ſmil'd, and bluſh'd again; 
At laſt ſhe took occaſion to talk ſoftly, 

And brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his: 

At which he, whiſper'd Kiſſes back on hers ; 


And then ſhe cry'd aloud, That Conſtancy 
Should be rewarded. 


OX#av. This I ſaw and heard. 8 
Ant. What Woman was it, whom you heard and ſaw 
So play ful with my Friend! - | 4 
Not Cleopatra ? 
* Vent. Ev'n ſhe, my Lord ! 
Ant. My Cleopatra? 
Vent. Your Cleopatra ; at” 
Dolabella's Cleopatra : | 
Every Man's Cleopatra. 
| Axt. Thou ly'ſt. yy | 
7 Vent. I do not lye, my Lord. 3 
. Ts this fo ſtrange? Should Miſtreſſes be left, 
And not provide againſt a Time of Change ? > 
' You know ſhe's not much us'd to lonely Nights. 
2 Ant. I'll think no more on't. 
I. know tis falſe, and ſee the Plot betwixt you. 
| You needed not have gone this way, Octavia. 
What harms it you that C/zopatra's Juit ? 
| She's mine no more. I ſee; and I forgive: 
th Urge it no farther, Love. : ; 
. Fav. Are you concern d N 
it That ſhe's found falſe? 
__ Ant. I ſhould be, were it fo ; | 
For, tho? tis paſt, I would not that the World 
Should tax my former Choice :. That I lov'd one 
Of ſo light Note ; but I forgive you both, | 
Vent. What has myAge deſerv'd, that you ſhould think 
I would abuſe your Ears with Perjury ? | 
If Heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe. 
Ant. Tho' Heav'n and Earth INV 
Should witneſs it, I'll not believe her tainted. 
Vent. I'll bring you then a Witneſs 


nd F rom 


„ Aw fir Loves Or," 


From Hell t/prove her fo. Nay. tl} 
[Serin Alexas, * eat, nd . | 


For and ſhall. 
"ED you m means my Lord? 


Vent. 2 do what moſt you hates ſpeak 
| trut | 
You are of wv prionts Counkel, . 
Of her Bed-counſel, her laſcivious Hours: 
Are conſcious of each nigtitly' Change ſhe makes, 
8 as Chaldeans do the Moon, Day. . 
tell what Signs ſhe paſſes through, what 
Alex My noble — g 5 
Vent. My moſt Illuſtrious Pandar. 
No fine ſet Speech, no Cadence, no turn'd Periods, 
But a plain home-ſpun Truth, is what I ask: - 
I did, myſelf, o'erhear your Queen: make Loe 
To Delabella. Speak; for 1 will know, 
By your Confeſſion, what more paſt betwixt '*em ; _ 
How near the Bus'neſs draws to your Employment s . 
And when the happy Hour. 
Ant. Speak Truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Ventiuius, care not: Juſtify 
The injur'd Queen from Malice: Dare his worſt. | 
m_ 25 J See, how he gives him Courage, how 


To ind her fl falſe ! and ſhuts ks Eyes to Truth, 
Willing to be miſ-led! 
3 As far as Love may plead for Woman sF rity, | 
'd by Deſert and Greatneſs of the Lover ; 
0 K. (Divine Octavia) may my Queen 
| — bar n excus'd to you, for loving him, 
Who is your Lord: So far, from brave Ventidius, 
May her paſt Actions hope a fair Report. | 
av. "Tis well and truly ſpoken: Mark, — 
Aller. To you; moſt Noble Emperor, her weng Paſſion 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juſtified. 
Her Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
. 3 and Meroe drew the diſtant Vows 
hing Kings; and at her Feet were laid 
pters 0 the Earth, — on heaps, 
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: To chuſe where ſhe would Rei 


m. Woge duese. ik * | 


She thought a Roman only c N her * x 
And, of all Romans, only Antony. 5 Par | 
And to be leſs than Wife N diſdnin'd oy 


Their lawful Paſſion. - - 


Ant. Tis but Truth. 1 Deſert; 
Alex. And yet, tho Jer RY your ane 
Have drawn her from the due re ard of 152 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwi E yes * 2 Wat! | 
To ſee the Wrongs ſhe offer d fair Oui t ', 
Whoſe holy Bed ſhe lawleſly uſurp c. 


The ſad of 2 roſperous Wt... 15 


Coney 144. oughts, | Mg 6s; 
Vent. 625 * — there ? a OTE; — 
Obſerve him _ the Man begins to mend, 


And talk ſubſtantial Reaſon, Fear not, N 
The Em r has giv'n thee leave to ſpeak. 14 

Alex. Elſe had I never dar'd t cot his BAG: 15 
With what the laſt Neceſſity has . 88 as” 255 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs; &I wh SC 
Preſume to ſay her 1 wholl 7 ma. 


Axt. No. Zare not for thy Life, charge "Rn 
Pronounce that fatal wa not. 


Odav. Muſt I bear this? [Good Heav'n, afford Ta 
Patience. LAld,. 
Vent. On, feet Bunuch my dear balf Man, proceed. 
Alex. Yet Dolabella N 
Has lov'd her long; he next my | God: like Lord, 
Deſerves her beſt ; and ſhould ſhe meet his Paſſion, IS 
Rejected, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lovVd——— 6 i 
Ant. Hence, from my ſight ; for I can bear no more: 
Let Furies drag thee.quick to Hell; let al! * 
The longer Damn'd have reſt ; each ng Yard | 7 
Do thou em loy, till Cleopatra comes, bi 
Then} join thou too, and help to torture her, A 
esu Alexas, ruf 2 . 
Odav. 'Tis not well, 
Indeed, m Lord, "tis much unk ind to . 
To ſhow this Paſſion, this extreme Concernment | |: 
For an abandon'd, 2 55 yn 5 


** 
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Ant. O leave ime: 1 1222 much arderd. 
Leave me, I ay. 

'O&av. My Lord! 
Ant. I bid — me. 


Vent. Obey him, Madam ; Beſt withdraw A white,” 


And ſee \ this will work, 
Oba. Wherein have 1 offended you, my Tn 
That I am bid to leave you? Am 1 PB al 
Or infamous? Am Ia Cleapatra? | 
Were I the, © 


" 


Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leave . 


But hang upon my Neck, take flight es, 
And fawn upon my Falſhood. — 8 
Ant. "Tis too much, 


Too much; Oaia; I am FO with VII 4 oY 


Too heavy to be born ; and you add more: 

J would retire, and recollect what's left oh, bh 

Of Man within, to aid me. e HEL 
Octav. You would mourn 

In private, for your Love, who has POE you; 

You did but half return to me: Your Kindneſs _ 

Uinger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 


You make Conditions for her, ($141 


And would include her Treaty. Wongrous Proofs 
-. Of Love to me !. 
- "Ant. Are you my Friend, Yentidius? © 
Or are you turn'd a Dolabella too, 
And let this Fury looſe ? 
_ Vent. Oh, be e advis d, 
Sweet Madam, and retire. 

Odav. Ves, I will go; but never to return, 
You ſhall no more be aunted with this F | 
My Lord, my Lord, Love will not always r, 
When urg'd with long Unkindnefs and Piſ 
Take her again whom you prefer to-me ; 
She ſtays but to be call'd.” Poor cozen'd Man! 

Let a feign'd party give her back your Heart, 

Which a ei Tos firſt got; for injur'd Me, 

Tho' my j 
My Duty ſhall be yours. 


Senſe of Wrongs forbid my Stay, | +: 1 
3 


| The Worms will Lov. mM | 
To the dear Pledges. of. our former Love, | 
My Tenderneſs and Care ſhall — 
And they ſhall cheer by turns, my widow'd Nights: | ; 
So take my laſt 2 for I def] 
To have you. whole, and ſcorn to take you half. Ie. * oY 
Veut. I combat Heav n, which blaſts my * ere . 
My laſt Attempt maſt be to win her back; I 
But Oh,. I feat, in vain. Ct. 
Aut. Why was I fram'd with this plain honeſt | 
Which knows not $o.diſguiſc-its Gpiefs and Weakneſs, | 
But bears its Workings outward to che World? 
I ſhould have kept the mighty Anguiſh in, 
And forc'd a ſmile at Cleopatra's Falſhood : 
Octavia had believ'd it, and had ftaid; 
But Fam made a ſhallow-forded Stream, 
Seen to the : All my Clearneſs ſcorn d, 
And all my Faults „ 5 comes 
Enter Dolabella. ; 
Who has prophan'd the ſacred Name of blend. 29 K 
And worn it into Vileneſs ! - * 
With how ſecure 4 Brow, and 3 Form 7 
He gilds the ſecret Villain! Sure that Face * 
Was meant for Honeſty ; but Heav'n miſ- match d i it, 
And furniſh'd Treaſon out with Nature's e 
To make its Work more eaſy. | 
' Dolav O, my Friend! 


Ant. Well, Dolabella, yoo pony Mie? 


- 


Dola. I did, un 
Ant. Unwillingly ? 
Was it ſo hard for you tobear our Paning? 
You ſhould: have wiſh' d it. 5 
Dala. Why ? 
Ant, Recaule you love me. | 
And ſhe receiy'd my Meſſage, with as true. 
With as unfeign'd'a Sorrow, as you brought 1 it e 
Dola. She loves you, ev 'n to 
Ant. Oh, I knowit. 
You, Dolabella, do not better know 
How much ſhe loves me. And ſhould I _ 
Forſake this Beauty. ? _ all-perfe& Creature? 
| 2 


Dela . 
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Dola. I could-not, ere de mine. + va oe 1 
Ant. And yet wht {2 4161 tris nee N 
| Pere come you — 1 — 9— 


Dalla. I ſaid at firſt I was not fit to go; 
I could not hear her Sighs, and ſee her Tears, 


But Pity muſt prevail: And fo,” perhaps, 


It may again with you; for I have promis d 


That ſhe ſhould take her laſt Farewel : and, OY 
She comes to claim my Word. 


Fsuter Gees. fi x07) £ ai 7 
Ant: Falſe Dolabella't - OPS oY EI IT fÞD 

Dola. What's falſe, my Lord! ls eee, en 
Ant. Why, Dolabella s falſe, 9 
And Cum s falſe; both falſe and faithleſs.. 


Draw near, you well-join'd Wickednels, you W 


Whom I have, in my kindly I ee wand, 


Till L am ſtung to Death, 


Dola. My Lord, have 1 7 Fe 


Deſerv d to be thus ud ?iͤ 


Cleo. Can Heay* 


n ern 
Ipod Torment? Can ir f it find a Cure | ad, (22M 
. Beyond our 1 100 5 
| Fate 


Ant. Yes, 1 | f 
Be juſt, much greater : Hear' n ſhould be beo 
In puniſhing ſuch Crimes. The rolling Sto | 
And gnawing Vulture, were flight Pains invented 
When Fove was young, and no Examples known 
Of mighty IIls; but ye have ripen'd Sin | 


; To fach a monſtrous Growth, 'twill poſe the Gods | 


To find an equal Torture. Two, two ſuch, 


Oh there's no farther Name, two ſach—to a, 
To me, who lockt 7. Soul within your Breaſts, 


Had no Deſires, no Joys, no Life, but vou 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 
In Dowry with my Heart; I had no Uſe, © 


No Fruit of all, but you; A Friend and Miſtreſs | 


Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra? 2 
Oh Dolobella ! how could you betray 


This tender Heart, which with an a 
Lay Jull'd betwixt your Boſoms, and there ſlept” 


See ure 
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Secure of injur'd Faith F hab 
Dola. If ſhe has wrong d you, 
Heav'n, Hell, and you revenge it.” 


Ant. If mne has wrong d me! 9 3 | 
Thou would'ſt evade thy Part of Guile; bar . WY 
Thou lov'ſt not her by. 
Dela. Not ſo as I love you: | 8 lber. 


Ant. Not ſol Swear, ſwear, 1 ſay ah ee 
Dola. No more chan Friendſhip will allow. 4 
Ant. No more? 
Friendſhip allows. thee nothing : Thou art vertur'd . 
And yet thou didſt not ſwear thou low dſt — not; 
But not ſo much, no more. Oh trifling Hypocrize, 
Who dar'ſt not own to her thou doſt not love, : 


Nor own to me thou doſt4 TU 8 
OZavia ſaw it. 


Cleo. They are Enemies. 2 
Ant. Alexas is not ſo: He; he 3 | 
He, who, next Hell, beſt knew it,” he avow'd it. 
Why do I ſeek a Proof beyond yourſelf? [Jo Dolas 
You whom I ſent to bear my laſt Farewel, LES | 
Return'd to plead her Stay. | e 
Dola. What ſhall I anſwer? | 
If to have lov'd be Guilt, then I have ann d 
But if to have repented of that Love 
Can waſh away my Crime, I have re 
Yet if I have offended paſt Forgivenels, 
Let hes not ſuffer : She is innocent. | 
Cleo. Ah, what will not a Woman do RIA bs 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
Where all her Joys are plac'd ! "Twas Ienceurag d, 
'Twas I blew up the Fire that ſcorch'd his Soul, 
To make you jealous ; and by that regain you. 
But alf in vain ; I could not counterfeit : | 
In ſpite of all the Dams, my Love-broke o' W 
And drown'd my Heart again; Fate took th' Occaſion ; 


And thus one Minute's Feigning has ""_ 


My whole Life's Truth. 
Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood ; | 


Seen, and broke aha at firſt. 


7 D 3 8 | . | Dal. 
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Pola. rs your Miſtreſs, © + ITE d 92 92 
Clio. Forgive your Friend. 1 ey 5 


Ant. Vou have convine'd, yourſelves.:.. A 


Vou plead each other's Cauſe: Wher Wimefs have you, | 


That you but meant to raiſe my Jealouſy? © 


Cleo. Ourſelves and Heav n. \(Friexdihips 
Ant. Guilt witneſſes for Guilt, - Hence, Love and | 


: You have no longer place in human Breaſts, 
Theſe two have driv'n you out: Avoid in 7 Sights 
I would not kill the Man whom 1 have 1 | 


And cannot hurt the Woman; but avoid me, 
I do not know how long I can be tamen 


For, if I ſtay one Minute more to think +, 


How I am wrong d, my Juſtice and — * 


Will cry ſo loud within me, that my —_ 
Will not be heard for either. 
Dola. Heav'n has but 
Our Sorrow for our Sins; and then elights 
To pardqn erring Man: Sweet Mercy — 
Its darling Attribute, which limits Juſtice A 


As if there were Degrees in Infinite. ß; 1 


And Infinite would rather want Perfettion, - 
Than puniſh to extent. 
Ant. I can forgire 4 * 
A Foe; but not a Miſtreſs and a Friend: | 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid —_— 
Where Truſt is greateſt : And the reſign d 
Is ſtabb'd by i 42 own Guards : I'll hear no more; 
Hence from my Sight, for ever. | — 
. Cleo. How? for ever! N 24 
J cannot go one Moment from your sicht, 
And muſt] go for ever? 
My Joys, my only Joys are center'd here : 
What Place have I to go to? my own Kingdom? 
That I have loſt for you: Or to the Romans? 7 
They hate me for your ſake: Or muſt I wander 
The wide World o'er,. a helpleſs; baniſh'd Woman, 


Baniſh'd for love of you; baniſh'd from y + 11 


Ay, there's the Banichment! Oh hear me; hour me, 


Wich ftricteſt Juſtice: Fer 1 beg no Favour ; = 2 


att tes ca 


by hi 4 
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7 hve « Foo within ms takes your Part 


But Honour ſtops my Ears. 


Cleo, For Pity hear me! „ 7 4 
Would you caſt of a Slave who follows _ „ 
Who crouch'd beneath your Spurn ? — He 171 no . "of 
See, if he gives one Tear to my Departure; 
One Look, one kind Farewel: Oh [ron Heart! q 
Let all the Gods look down, and Judge betwixt u us, 20 
If he did ever love! x4" | by 

Ant. No more; Alexas ? PI W_ 

Dola. A perjur'd Villain! 

Ant. to Cleo. Your Alexas; yours. | 

Cleo. O 'twas his Plot: His ruinous Deſign 
T'ingage you in my Love by Jealouſy. 
Hear him ; confront him with me; let him — 
Ant. I have; I have. 

Cleo. And if he clear me not 2 

Ant. Your Creature ! one who hangs upon your Smile 
Watches your Eye, to ſay or to unſay | | A 
Whate'er you pleaſe! I am not ta be mov cd. 14 
mic ap Then muſt we rt 2 * * eruel Le. 

h* 


d; for ever 1 * your Sight. 

Ho 1 de lov'd, you know; how yet I "50 
My only Comfort i is, I know myſelf; - 

I love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, . 

Than when you lov'd me moſt ; ſo well, ſo truly, 
I'll never ſtrive againſt it ; but die pleas'd | 
To think you once were mine. 

Ant. Good Heav'n, 2 at parting. 
Muſt I weep too ? that calls em innocent. 
I muſt not weep; and yet I muſt, to think 
That I muſt not forgive. | 
Live; but live wretched, tis but juſt you ſhould, .  _ 
Who made meſo: Live from each other's Sight: :: 
Let me not hear you meet. Set all the Earth, | 
And all the Seas, betwixt your ſunder d nt 1 

D 4 Vier 


x 80 "ALL fer Love: Of, 
Vier ee Sun and Skies: 
5 ws all take ſeveral Ways ; 


| You may hold me 


Was it for me to prop 


« 
1 
** 


And each your own ſad Fate with mine deplors i” 3 
That you ata and 1 could truſt no more. 


LE xeunt ſeveralh. 
eee Seed 


ACT v. SCENE. I 


Enter Clinics, Charmion, and Iras, 


E juſter, Heav'n: ſuch virtue puniſh'd thus, 


Will make us think that Chance rules all 
ve, 


And ſhuMes, with a random Hand, the Lots 


Char. 


Which Man is forc'd to draw. 


Cleo. I could tear out theſe Eyes, that * his Heart, 
And had not Pow'r to keep it. O the Curſe 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage ! 


hear witneſs, Gods, Nw heard him bid me g0 
Yau whom he mock' 


with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith ——T'l . Iwill not bear it. 


7 


[She pulls out ber Dagger, and they hold ber. 


- ButI can keep my Breath; I can die inward, 
And choke this Love. 


Enter Alexas. 
. Help, O Alexas, help! 


The s grows deſperate, her Soul ſtruggles in W. 


With all the Ago of Love and Rage, 
And ftrives to force its Paſſage. 
Clo. Let me po. 
Art thou there, Traitor LO, 
O, for a little Breath, to vent my Rage! 
Give, give me way, and let me looſe upon him. 
Alex. Ves, I deſerve it, for my l Truth. 


The Ruins of a falling e 5 


9 80 Wo Ss 1 2 
To place myſelf beneath the mighty Flaw, . 
Thus to be cruſh'd, and into Atomes, s,, 
By its o'erwhelming Weight? »Tis too uming 
For Subjects, to preſerve that wilful PoW rr 
Which courts its o Deſtructio. 
Cleo. I would reaſon 


More calmly with you. Did you not o W 

And force my ate and open Love | an 

Into theſe — ed Paths of Jealouſy ? © A Cake 
Now, what's th' Event? Octavia is remov'd ; 

But Cleopatra's baniſh'd. Thou; thou, Pala. 

Haſt paſh'd my Boat to open Sea; to prove, 

At my ſad Coſt, if thou canſt ſteer it back. 

It cannot be; I'm loſt:too*far ;- Pm ruin d. 

Hence, thou impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, * 

J can no more; Thou, and my Griefs, have fonk 

Me down fo low, that I want Voice to curſe the. 

Alex. Suppoſe ſomeſhipwreck'd Seaman near the Shore, M 
Dropping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff, FP -- 
If, from above, fome charitable Hand that _ | 
Pull him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf | | 
To draw the other's Weight; would he look br 
And curſe him for 2 The Caſe is yours; 

But one ſtep more, and you have gain'd the Height. 

Cleo. Sunk, never more to riſe. 

Alex. Oftavia's gone, and Dolobella baniſh'd .. 1 
Believe me, Madam, Antony is yours. „ 
His Heart was never loſt; but ſtarted off . | 
To Jealouſy, Love's laſt Retreat and Covert : 
Where it lies hid in Shades, watchful in Silence; 
And liſt ning for the Sound that calls it back. 
Some other, any Man, ('tis ſo advanc'd) | | 
May perfect this unfiniſh'd Work, which L. 9 

(Unhappy e have left EE 
So eaſy to his H 5 Toll 

Cleo. Look well thou dd't; elf | | 

Alex. Elſe, what your Silence — 

Is mounted up the Pharos; from whoſe Turret, | 
He ſtands ſurveying our Egyptian Gallies, 
Engagd W Fleet: No- Death, or Conqueſt 5X 


. 5 


As if not yet recover d — th'.A 


Vith a diſſembled Smile would ki 


s -— ts Ae 


1 the firſt Nc, 408 
we © eren, onguerer 1242 
12 ale, sere. 
Char. Have Comfort, Madame: Did you mark that 
„ . ShoatF ©: 156 4 3 aun. 
Tat. Hark; they Kabuble 1. 

Alex. Tis from the Port. 


| The Lowdneſs ſhows is near Good Nen, kind Heav'n 


. 

Ser, NE” where's the Queen! 1 

_ How frightfully the — ſtares! 
t, 

When all his Gods, and, what's n more Trepe 1 

His Off rings were at take.” _ 

Serap. O Horror, Horror! 

Egypt has been; our lateſt Hour is come: 

The Queen of Nations from her ancient Seat 

Is ſunk for ever in the dark Abyſs : . 


Time has unroll'd her Glories 5 the e, 


And now clos'd up the Volume. 
Cleo, Be more plain: 
Say, whence. thou cam'ſt, (though Fate is in thy Face; 


Which from thy hagard Eyes looks _ * | 
And threatens ere thou ſpeak.) 15 


Serap. I came from Phar; 
From viewing (ſpare me, and imagine it} 


Our Land's laft Hope, your 2 nh 


Cleo. Vanquiſt'd ? . Rk 
Serap. No. 0 8 | 


They fought not. 


Cleo. Then they fled. 
Serap. Nor that. I ſaw, | x, 
With Antony, your well-appointed Fleet 


Row out; and thrice he wav'd his Hand on high., 


And thrice with chearful Cries they ſhouted back : 
*T was then falſe Fortune, like a 3 1 
About to leave the Bankrupt Prodi 


Aud Bate o de Tal! bewaldet . * 


* * 
— 


Tie Wosz wil Los r. ig 

| Now digi tw wn now; ſmoothly run > 6h 
To meet the Foe; r 

But not as Foes, In few, we ſaw their C 

On either fide thrown upz tw FE G 4 

(Receiv'd like Friends) paſt through, . and fl behind 

The Roman Rear : now, ey come own, 


And ride within the Port. 
Cleo, Enough, Serapion: 
I've heard my Doom. This nacdedy not, n 
When I loſt Awony ay, your Work was done; $ ; 
Tis but ſuperfluous Malice. Where's my Lord? 
How * ng Noa laſt. Blow? 
Serap. His Fury cannot be expreſs'd Words: 
Thrice he attempted headlong to — Fo 
Full on his Foes, and aim'd at t Chr s Galley: 
Withheld, he raves on You ; cries, He's . 
Should he now find you 
Alex. Shun him, ſeek your Safety, 
Till you =p wg your Innocence. | 
1 y 
Alex. You _ wag haſte you to our — 
Clio. Ceſar 1 No, 
I have no Buſineſs with him. 
Alex. I can work him 
To ſpare your Life, and let this 1 periſh. [to84 
Cleo. Baſe fawning Wretch | would thou betray him: 
Hence from my Sight, I will not hear a Traitor; 
"Twas thy Defign brought all this Ruin on us; 
Serapion, thou art honeſt ; nne | \ 
But haſte, each Moment's precious. 
Serap. Retire; you mult not yet ſee tas. 
He who began this Miſchief, 2 
Tis juſt he tempt the Danger: Let him dear you: : 
And, ſince he-offer'd you. has ſervile Tongue, 
To gain a poor precarious Life from Cefer,. 
Let him expoſe that fawning Eloquence,. * 
And ſpeak to Antony. 
2 Alex. O Heav'ns! I dare not, 
* ,n. — e 


* 
"Rat 


8 AI for Loy: Or, 

Alo. Slave; thou deſerv ſt t. Ah 2 

a Not that I fear my Lord, will avoid him ; ; 

_ TI know him noble: When he baniſh'd me, 

And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life; 

ZBut Il be juſtify d, and then die with him. | 
Alex. O pi ity me, and let me follow you. ON 

Death, if thou ſtir hence. Speak, if thou cant; 


.. Cho, To | 
No for thy Life, which baſely thou wouldſt ſave; N 
While mine I prize at this, Come; | g60d Serapion. ; 
[ Exennt Cleo. Serap. Char. and Iras. , 
Alex. O thatTleſs cou d fear to loſe this Being, | 
| Which, like a Snow-ball, in my Coward Hand, T 
_ The more tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. - I 
Poor Reaſon! at a wretched Aid art thou F 
13 For ſtill, in ſpite of thee, 4 
Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, ard 4 
Their final Separation. Let me think: 
What can I ſay, to ſave myſelf from Death ch v 
No matter what becomes of Cleopatra. Fi 
Ant. Which way ? where? kene I 
Fent. This leads to th Monument. (Within. T} 
Alex. Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm unprepar d: in 
My Gift of Lying's gone ; ; 
And this Court-Devil which. I ſo oft have raid he 2 Of 
Forſakes me at my Need. I dare not ſtay 82 1 
251 cannot 17. go hence. bus. Th 
| Enter Antony and Vemdius. Fi. W} 
Think not. us thou haſt conquer -d 1 Ko 
But Rome has conquer'd Egypt. Im betray d. lk 
| Vent. Curſe on this treach'rous Train! | ** 
Their Soil and Heav'n infect em all with Baſeneſs : > WM 7. 
And their young Souls come.tainted to the World: And 
With the firſt Breath they draw. 
Ast. Th' original Villain ſure no God created 1 7 
He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Nile, ee 
Ap'd into Man with all his Mother * 1 5 Win 
Cruſted about his Soul. Hon 
Vent. The Nation is How 


One * Traitor; and ei 8 e 


hs Won LD „e. 
and 
The very Spirit and f of dd. 


yet left © | 1 
A Poſſibility of Aid from Vatour f 1% ITS. 1 7 

Is there one God unſworn to my Deftruftion ? 

The leaſt 1 Hope? for, if there be, 

Methinks I cannot 

Of ſuch a Boy as C | . 
The World's one fi is yet TE 


The Soul comes back to me. 
Vent. There yet remain 
Three Legions in the Town. n 
Lopt off the reſt; If Death be your Deſignn, 
As I muſt wiſh it now, theſe are ſufficient 
To make a Heap about of dead Foes, 
An honeſt Pile for Burial: - | 22 
Ant. They're enough... 1 gr BY 
We'll not divide our Stars; But Side by Side 
Fight Emulous : And with malicious Eyes, 
; Survey each other's Acts: So ev'ry Death 
. Thou giv'ſt, I'l take on me, as a juſt Debt, 
And pay thee in a Soul. 


Of chiding more. By my few Hours of Life, 
I am ſo pleas d with this brave Roman Fate, 
That I would not be Cæſar to out · live ou. 
When we put off this Fleſh, and mount * 

I ſhall*be ſhown to all th' Ethereal Crowd 3 © 4 
Lo, this is he who dy'd with Antony. . roops 3. 


Ant. Who knows but we may pierce through all their 


ti 


T' o'erleap this Gulph e of Fate; 
And leave our wond'ring Deſtinies behind. 
Enter Alexas Fan 
| a rand See, ſee, that Villain * N 
| ee Cleopatra ſtam that Face, 
With all her Cunning, all her Arts of Falltood p 
How ſhe looks out through thoſe diſſembling Eyes r 
How he has ſet his Count'nance for Deceit * 
And Promiſes a 1 before he 9 


all beneaththe Fe. ors 


And from each Limb of it that's hew'f rer, Es 


| | 
| | 
| | 


Vent. Now you ſhall ſee I love you.” Not a Wor, as 80 


And reach my Veteran yet? "Tis worth. the WE 


- 
* 


: 
2 * 


e me, ſpare me. 5 * 
$ "Hol 5 he's not nh your killi ng. On thy Li 
(Which thou ma keep, onus I corn to take 1 
No Syllable to juſtify 2 0 
- Save thy baſe Tongue its ce. 
Alex. Sir, ſhe's gone, 1 
Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more 
By Love, or you. Rr 
Ant. Fled to her Dolabella 8 
Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promiſe, die. tete to killhim. 
Alex. © hold, ſhe is not fled. 25 
Aut. She is: My Eyes l 
Are open to her Falſhood; my whole Life 
Has been a golden Dream of Love and Friendſhip. 
" But, now I wake, Tm like a Merchant rous'd 
From ſoft Repoſe, to ſee his Veſſel finki 
And all his Wealth caſt oer. Ingrateful beman ? 
Who follow /d me; but as the Swallow Summer, 
Hatching her 2 Ones in my kindly Beams, 
Singing her F to my Morning Wake; 
But, now my Winter —— ſhe ſpreads her W. 
And ſeeks the Sp pring of Ceſar. | 


Alex. Think ; 
Her Fortunes bd nn in all Things, mixt with yours... | 


Had N Dayal Force 0 
How mi e to. afar, 
Secure by uch a Bribe l _ 
Pint. She ſent it firſt, 

To be more welcome aſter. 12 
Ant. ITis too plain; 
Ilſe wou'd ſhe have a pear d, to clear herſelf: 

Alex. Too fatally the. has; ſhe could not bear 

To be accus'd by you;. but ſhut herſelf 
Within her Monument: Look'd down and figh'd ;: - 
While, from her unchang'd Face, the filent Tears 
| Dropt, as they had not leave, but ſtole their Parting« 

Some undiſtinguiſh'd Words ſhe inly murmur'd ; 

At laſt, ſhe rais'd her Eyes; . 


Tc . | | ET 
TN . 


Wera en, 5 


Aut. M 
Vent. 
Alex. She fnatch'& her Poniardj, 

And, ere we cou'd prevent the fatal Blow, 


Plung'd it within her Breaſt; el * 


Go bear my Lord (ſaid ſhe my laſt Farewel; 


And aſk him, if he yet my Faith 
2 * Was but ruſh'd Nate 

he h ounc* your Name with her 1 oY 
And bury'd half within her. 1 


Vent. Heav'n be prais d. . 

Ant. . pens dike Love Þ | 
And art thou dead? -— : 

O thoſe two Words ! their Sound ſhould be divided: N 
Hadſt thou been falſe and dy d; or hadſt thou nid 
And hadſt been true — But Innocence and Death ? d 
This ſhows not well above. Then what am I, 
The Murderer of this Truth, thi Innocence! 1 
Thoughts cannot form themſelves in Words ſo horrid 


As can expreſs my Guilt | ' * [cious= 
Vent. Ist dee en The Godo have been 00h: 

And thus you thank em fort. 

Ant. to Alex. Why ſtay'ſt thou here © | 

I it for thee to ſpy upon my ſoul, 


And ſee its inward. Mourning ? Get thee hence: 

Thou art not Worth to behold, what now 

Becomes a/ Reman Em peror to perform. e 
Alex. He loves her al. 3 L. 

His Grief betrays it. Good ! the Joy wine 

She's yet alive, compleats the Reconeilement. | 

I've ſav'd myſelf and her. But, oh | the Romans {” 

Fate comes tao faſt upon my Wit, 


| Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each Double. -_ 


Vent. Wow d ſhe had dy'd/a little ſooner tho', 
Before Octavia went; you" might have treated: 
Now 'twill look. tame, and wound not be — 600 
Come, rouſe yourſelf, and let's die warm 


* 
Ant. I will not fight: There's no more Work for Was, 


- * , 
1 « « 
. 
g 
* - — 
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— 
* 
- 


The Bus'neſs of my angry Hours is . 
Fart, Cæſar is at your Gates, 


; . 
162 * 
"I 1 1 
for the beſt : On "If Firs 
Ss . a 9 pp met a 4 7 * . 
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| 
So! 

. 

N 


- 


The Life I bear, is worn to ſuch a Rag, 


* 


* - ages erate 


. Why, let hin ente, en den . 687 


Hes welcome now. An 04) d. e lit 


Vent. What Lethaygy has er t into Soul? 


2. 'Tis bar u Scorn'of Life, and Dei 
To fret myſelf from Bondage, | 


5 4 8 


Vent. Do it bravely. | | 
Ant. I will; but not by Fighting.- our! 


What ſhould I fight for now 'My Queeh is dend. 

I was bat great for her: my Pow'r, m Empire, 
Were but my Merchandiſe to buy her 209 3k + 

And conquer'd e my Fron. Nen he. dead, 


Let * take the 
An empty Cirele, ſince the Jowls s gone | 
Which made it worth my Strife: My Being's nauſeous; 
For all the Bribes of Life are gone away. 5 

Vent. Wou'd you be taken 

Ant, Yes, T ae) d be taken; 


But, as a Roman ought, dead, e a bl AT 


For:F'll. convey my Soul from Cz/ar's reach, 


And lay down Life myſelf.  'Tis time the World. 


Should have a Lord, and know whom to obey, 

We two have kept its homage in-ſuſpence, © 
And bent the Globe on — e we Nel | 
Till it was dinted inwards : Let him wall. N 70 
Alone upon t; Tm weary of my Part. 4 5 


My Torch is out; and the World: ſtands before me: bY 


Like a black Deſert: at th Approach of Ni t:. 

Il lay me down, and ſtray x no farther on. FI. 
Vent. I could be griev'd, 

But that I'll not out- live you: Chuſe your Death 11 

For, I have ſeen him in ſuch various Shapes, 

J care not which I take: I'm onhy troubled, 


oy 1 


"Tis ſcarce worth giving. ; I could wi 


We threw-it from us with a better Grace; 
That, like two Lions taken in the Toils, : 
We might at leaſt thruſt out our Pays, and e 
The Hunters that incloſe us. A 
Ant. I have thought ont. 


* you muſt lx. „% „ 15 
7 Kent: 


nw Worus: well wer, <= 35 
Vent. I muſt not, Sir. 
Ant. Wilt thou-not live, to 0 ſpe ome Good of 725 


: To ſtand b my fair Fame, and 2 25 ro 1 

From the ill Ton es of Men? * . 

For living ate you ? FF | £1 | 
ay, I command it. . f v4 


. 


Pint. If we die well, our Ire will ſpeak einſlves 5 
And need no living Witneſs. 


Ant. Thou haſt lov'd me, 4 
And fain I wou'd reward thee : I muſt tho; | 
Kill me, and take the Merit of my Death 
To make thee Friends with Cæſar. Safi x 
- Vent, Thank your Kindneſs. Sf i . 
You ſaid I loy'd you, and, in Recompence "P44 

You bid me turn a Traitor: Did I think -_ 
You wou'd have us'd me thus ? that I ſhould- 4. 
With a hard Thought of you 

Ant. Forgive me, Roman. 

Since I have heard of Cleopatra's Death / 858 

My Reaſon bears. no Rule upon my Tongue, 
But lets my Thoughts break all at random out 3. 

I've thought better ; -do-not deny me twice.” F 

Vent. By Heav'n, I will not; X | F 
Let it not be t'outlive you. he» SOA : 

Ant. Kill me firſt, 

And then die thou ; For 'tis but juſt ae. _ 
Thy Friend before thyſelf.  - + 

Vent. Give me your Hand. | 

We ſoon ſhall meet again. | Now, Farewel, 3 4 


{Emir aces ; 
Methinks that Ward's too cold to be my laſt: 


Since Death ſweeps all Diſtinctions, Farewel, Friend, 
That's all 


I will not make a Bus'nefs of a Trifle: © 

And yet I cannot look on you and kill yew 3 

Pray turn your Face. 
Ant. I do: Strike hocke de ſars, * 2 
Vent. Home, as my Sword will reach, tuns lee . 


4 ) k , "1 1 "5 a , A £ * 
5 * * 2 * 4 2 * Nu a R * N 4 N 4 q W 2 . a 
= of "IX * 1 — 5 4 8 F 
, TAS 
. - 
, 


ATE 4 So. TT. , 1 erszo 4 1 | 
„ . 0; Ks; - 16 
That Wound was none of thine: Giroir ms back: | 


PE 


5 Thou robb® me of my Death. | K 7 
=> Vent. I do indeed; x | W: 
BY But, think, tis the fit Theme 1 ver decebwd you 1. * | TN 
If chat may plead my Pardon. Anzyon Godez A\ 

Forgive me, if you will for I die Perjur d, [Die p 
Rather than A 

7 — * on my y Leader, — in Dea K 12 

My Queen and thou have got | But 

8 404 bin the Lag of Honour Gone ſo ſooh? | Ang 

Ils Death no more? He us'd him careleſſy, N 80 I 

With a familiar Kindneſs : Ere he knock d, pt G 

.. . Ran to the Door, and took him in his Arms, | Nog 

' . . As who ſhould ſay, You'rewelcome at all Hours, His 

2 A Friend need give no Warning. Books had ſpoil d him; 4, 
For . Le are — by Profeſſioͤn. 18 
| Tis ndt wo f 825 

| My farther Thought ; for Death, for ought I know; i **Y. 

but tothink . Here's to be ſatisfy d. To £, 

5 [Falls on his Seword. Unk: 

3 I've mitt my Heart. O uaperforming Hand.! Whic 

pt rr never couldſt have err d in a worſe Time. This 

. Fortune jades me to the laſt; and Death, WW Þoth | 

; Like a great Man, takes State, and makes me 2 pi 

For my Admitance—— '  [T * Wit 2 Ch 

Some from Caſar: : An 

I he ſhould find me living, —_ apes 8 Thou 
That I play'd Booty web, my Life] I'll mend + 


For I 
My Work, ere they can teach me. [ Riſes upon his Knee, Th. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 11 

5 nter patra, , 2 Cleo 

Clio. Whereis my Lord? where! is lat: Doubt 

+. Gay; 1 E 1 2 | Ceſar 

And dead Yentidius y him. Ant. 

. Che. My Fears were Prophets; I am come too late, My laf 

O that accurs'd Alexas! 5 [Runs Think 

| Ant. Art thou living ? And H 
Or am I dead before IL knew? ak thou 


| ©. uf till 
The firſt kind Ghoſt that maet me? 4 


25. Won LD. well Los: r. _ *. ; 
Che, Help me ſeat him. NE 
Send n 1169 pee bm na Ghai EY 


7 


1 


wire beck. e re m 

e live it thee down, my e. 
Tu make the mot Team Liſe * 
A Moment more witkr th 


Cleo. How is it with you ee eee e . 
125 Tis a8 2 r FCG Sac > tp tr a BS 
emoving in a Hurry; e 
But one po Towel that his Flaſte "oy 1 2885 
And he, fox that, returns pen Spar; N + 
So I come back, ſor thes. | 
Cleo. ToolongayeHeav'ns, you have keen . 


Now ſhow: your: mended — — give me back 
His fleeting Life. 7 


Ant. It T not. he; "wy y Lore. 
I keep my Soul by mm 
Say ba ou art not falſe. - 1 
i _ Tis now wo late . ds 3 5 
o ſay I'm true: I'll prove its you. fu ns, 
Unknown to me _— my Death: 2 dare" ., 
This fatal Conſequenee. Loch rer dre „ 
Both you and me. | Yor LW 0 IY 
Ant. And 1 + 
Cleo. Scarce eſteem d before ben but ne 
Ant. Enough: My Life's not long enough for more. 
Thou ſay'ſ thou wilt come after: I believe mo 
For I can now believe whate'er arts tn 
That we may part more kindly. 


"of 


IE 14 
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Cleo. I will come: 48 

Doubt not, my Life, I'll come, and quickly too: 

Cæſar ſhall tri o' er no Part of thee. | 
| Ant. But grieve not, while thou ſtay'lt, 
„My laſt diſaſtrous Times: 
. Think we have had a clear and glorious Days = 

And Heav'n did leindl to delay the Storm | 
Juſt till our Cloſe of Ten Years: Loves > 
And not a Momentloſt, but all i improv'd " 
To ch utmoſt Joys: : What _ have we liv'd * 


For your Unkindneſs, and not one for Love? | - 


< y 
* — he 
a 
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And now to die each others; and, ſo 

While Hand in Hand we walk in Groves below, had 

Whole Troops of Lovers Ghoſts, thall flock | . 
And all the Train be ours. bj OY 

_ . Che. Your Words are like the Notes of Ns San, 
Too ſweet to laft. Were there ſo many Hoars 


7 Ng, . 


ro wheth 


Aut. No, not a r one K 
| . * 


Than all I leave to Ceſar. 1 
Cleo. O, tell me fo 18. 
A d ten n 15 fo th that Word. 
y Lord, my Lord: Spe you ye kae Regs. 
Sigh to me, Wen, e n. or caſt 
One Look: Do any ching tht hows you ive. 
Fat. He's Nee 4,1 


And this you ſee, a Lum Wein Clays 
The L of a Soul. * Ch 
Char. Remember, Madam,” 
He charg gd you not to grieve. "9 . : 
G. PH ef as cn b val 03 


I have not loyd a Roman, hs WES 1 85 


What ſhould become his Wife ; his Wife, my Charm, | 


For 'tis to that high Title I aſpire 3-5 | 


And now 111 got die len. Let dall Ofleute': | a2, fol 


Survive, to mourn him dead: My noble Fate 
Shall-knit our Spouſals with a Tie too "— 
Far Roman Laws to bre. | 
Trat. Will you then die? (5 wes! 
© Cle. Why ſhould thou make tht dee 3 
Trat. Cæſar is merciful. * 
Cleo. Let him be ſo oy 
To thoſe that want his Merey : Ky. poor Lord 1 10. 
Made no ſuch Cov'nant with him, to ſpare me 
When he was dead. Yield me to C2/ar's Pride? 
What, to be led in Triumph ont the EP , 
A SpeQacle to baſe Plebeian E _ 0 
While ſome dejected Friend 211 
Cloſe in a Corner, ſhakes his Head, 2 * matters | 
A ſecret Curſe e N 208 a 
il none 1 that. | 


"x4 421 ' 
= 8 * * . x4 45 a 
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edna Los: r. 5 

Char. Whatever you reſol ye 90 

Tl neee bars 100 et 079% 8 28 
Fat. I only e e inte eee eee 19 

For 0 on; but more ſhould fer to live without you, 
Cleo. Why, 


now 'tis as it ſhould be: Quick, my Fd, 6 
Diſpatch ; ere this, the/Fowin's in Cz/ars Hands 


My Lord oks down;concern'd, and fears * 1 5 : 
Leſt I ſhould: be ſurprig'd : its! 37} | hy 
Keep him not waiting for his Leave Win e ee 
You, Charmions' 


an Cron and en eel,” 
With 'em the Wreath of Victory I made 1 
ieee now les dead; RAe 

You, Trat, b N Ne e 

. The AG s, Madam; 
Cleo. Muſt I bid you twice? ¶ Zxe. Char FOO 

'Tis ſweet to die, — they would force Life on We 5 

To ruſh into the dark abode of Death,” ks 

And ſeize him firſt; if he be like my Love, 24 
He is not frightful ſure. {43464 1 e A 
We're now alone, in Scerecy and Silence ; 

And is not this like Lovers? I may kifs 7 
Theſe pale, cold Lips; Octavia does not 601 me; 
And Oh! 's better far to have him thus, 

Than ſee him in her Arms 0 welcome, welcome, | 
Enter Charmion and Tras.” WE 
co eee. 1 70585 40 4 
leo. Short Ceremony, ri aer . 
But yet it muſt be decent. Firſt, hie Laure! 
Shall crown my Hero's Head: He fell not oy 
Nor left his Shield behind him. Only thou 
Could'ſt triumph o'er thyſelf; . thou 1 ; 
Wert worthy 2 to Triumph. 15 r 
Char. To what End f . 
Theſe Enſigns of your as 1 4 Royalty? . 
Cleo. Dull, that thou art Why, tis to meet my Loves War 
As when I ſaw him firſt, on Cyano Bank, 
All ſparkling, like a Goddeſs; ſo adorn'd, 
Il find him once again: My ſecond Sp pouſals 4 
Shall match my firſt, in Sec. Haſte, haſte, both, | 
And dreſs the * FO = 
ar. 


* 5 * * 4 47 


: 18 1 
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% eee 
Cb. "Tis done. 38 rer den N . * 
Oles. N le Lehn this Place; 
For I muſt conquer Cæſar too, like him, A 


And win my Share c ch Woild. denn. An 
81 my immortal . of No 
et no impious remore you hone * Sd 

But ne Ig 5 n 

His Death that Peace, which it ava his Like,” E, 

Reach me the Caſket; 7 by % 08 if! a 2 
Fon, Underneach.the ren the Afpick ties. | 8 
Qu. We e, 3 =. * b __ 

Puzting t = | 
Thou beſt of Thigres: who with an & — —_ Lan Of 
o e, an unpercei r. us, 4 
Ev'n deal us from. ourſelves: Diſchargi {0 
Death's dreadful Office better than rear" "of EO 


Touching our Limbs. ſo gen y into Slumber, U 
That Death lands . by his own W 
| ow thinks himſelf Sleep. eil e A aa 
The Queen, Where is ſbe? l 
| The own is yielded, Geffer's arthe Gates, n N e 
Cleo. He comes too late tinvade che Rights of Death. 
Haie, bare my Arm, and rouſe the Serpent's Fury. 
. ee beck 
Coward Flem.— ur er 
Would'ſt thou conſpire with Gale ps lawn mes 
As thou wert none of mine ? Tul force thee to't, * 


a Bur bring ix] har OP 4 142 
But myſelf m to 
3 and ther ous ber dom 
$2 Take a Work is done. Ho 
Serap. Break ope the Door, TIT: [Within. 
And guard the Traitor well. bo oggw on 3 


Char. The next is. ours... 
JE Now, Chormir, wb u; — Sh 5 - Ach 
our great Queen and ; 4 
Cleo. gt Death, I feel = in my 7 
I go with ſuch a Will to find my Lord, 
hat we ſhall quickly meet. 
A _ —— oO — Lin * 
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1 1 
e 1 5 wa „os 
And bow ddt at my Red: My Eye lid: 
And my dear Love is Ar Miſt. 
Where ſhall I find him, where? O 0 
And lay me on his RreaſtCæſar, 
Now part us, if thou canſt. 10. . 

[Iras finks down at ber Ig a 401 88 
flandi behind her Chair, ab ART A 
Enter Serapion, two Priefts, Alexas bound, ' 1 | 
2 Priefts.. Behold, 8 what Havock 1 
Serap. Twas what I fear'd. 4 Wee Le | 
Charmion, is this well done? | 
Char. Yes, tis well done, and fie 4 a the lak 
Of her great Race: I follow her. [Sink Fanny dies, 
Alex. Tis true, 
She has done well: A Dewey tires 60 de, 
Than live to make a Holy-day in Rome. 
Serap. See, how che Lovers ſit in State 2 
As they were giving Laws to half Manki 
Th' Impreſſion of a Smile left in her Face, 
Shows ſhe dy'd pleas'd with him for whom ſhe liv, 
And went to charm him in another World. 
Ceſar's juſt entring;- Grief has now no leiſure. 
Secure that Villain, as a Pledge of Safety, | 
To grace th' Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pain, 
Secure from human Chance, ng Ages out, 
While all the Storms of Fate fly Oer your Tomb; 
And Fame, to late Poſterity ſhall tell, 
No Ln liv'd ſo eat, N ſo well (Even, 
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4 _ And dbigh, their Fanpage of Ni. 7 48547 * watt 9 
VF We y how the Devil thir Diſirexce grows, » a 
Betzvixt our Fools in _— and yours in Oe; 1 1 Yj 
Fer, Faith. the & rightly: "rider flood, . . 1.4 
77, Civil War quit 2 au. Rl. 
The 2 Author 3 [gail Coat -i vol 
fevears at tht Gili Coach ; but Aua. . avi 49 
Te, rr: e ee ee e 
He grews a Fop ate er be can; e 8h A 
Drawn ap; Sorts Oratle the Glaſs. 2 4c: 211ml 
3 2 7 cur your . wr proje 7 
Wer lle i as you lite cm *v 
4 ES 1 He has pony much of Mr, Bays. . 5 . be * * 


He 2 ils 2 be cannot 
Dee, if 1 carrot can Grand Fury: 
2 ' By the Fair Sex be, r BY 
3 Leer Cæſar : Pr the Mens Ambition move, tar 
== ; Fwy grace you him who loft the Warld "= _ 
Te fome antiquated Lady ſay, | 
De en 
Hearn help the Man avbo that Face muy FOO 
: Which only has abe Wrinkle: of « Fudge 4 
Let net the oa tn MeL born with thoſe 3 We I 
For ſhould you rat ſi ſuch num uu Hoſts of Foes, . 
Young Wits and Sparks he to his did muſt.call 3 
*Tis more than one * Meri * all. * 
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